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MONOLOGUE  BY  JAMES  HARRIGAN. 

I've  been  away  for  six  months.  Yes  ;  six  months 
ago  I  was  advised  to  leave  the  city.  In  fact  I  was 
ordered  to  leave  the  city ;  but  I  happened  to  be 
pinched  for  change — and  it's  no  change  for  me  to 
be  pinched  !  They  sent  me  away  to  the  grandest 
Villa,  and  the  fellow  that  sent  me  there  was  a 
very  good  judge  too  ;  but  the  landlord  of  the 
castle,  he  got  dead  stuck  on  my  society,  why  he 
was  so  afraid  I'd  leave  there  that  he  would  lock 
me  up  in  my  room  every  night.  Why,  he  was 
so  afraid  I'd  vamouse  he  actually  tied  me  to  the 
floor.  I  never  was  so  attached  to  a  place  in  my 
life.  I  felt  chained  to  the  spot.  I  couldn't  tear 
myself  away.  There  was  a  lot  of  swell  fellows 
there  too  ;  fellows  who  could  sign  their  checks 
for  any  amount— that's  why  they  were  in  there. 
We  used  to  have  some  great  times  when  we  had 
dances.  I  remember  one  dance  !  Well  it  was  not 
exactly  a  dance  :  it  was  more  in  order  of  a  cake- 
walk,  only  more  rocherchey.  You  know,  each 
morning  at  a  given  signal,  each  guest  would  step 
out  of  his  cell — I  mean  his  apartment — and  line 
up  behind  the  guest  in  front  of  him.  Then  each 
crook— I  mean  guest— would  place  his  right  hand 
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on  the  shoulder  of  the  guest  in  front  of  him  , 
then  we  would  all  dance  like  this  (imitate  lock- 
step)  and  those  that  danced  good  were  allowed 
to  break  stones  all  day.  Oh  !  it  was  a  very  en- 
joyable function.  We  used  to  function  it  every 
morning  and  evening.  As  a  functionist  I  was 
the  main  funct. 

The  way  I  came  to  get  to  the  Villa  was  this  : 
One  night  I  met  a  friend  of  mine,  named  Sneak 
Thief  Ike,  and  he  invited  me  up  to  his  club.  He 
told  me  it  was  very  swell ;  that  all  the  great 
statesmen  belonged  to  it.  Well,  when  we  got 
there  we  found  a  bunch  of  statesmen  sitting 
around  a  soap  box  shooting  craps.  Sneak  pointed 
them  all  out  to  me.  He  says,  observe  that  dis- 
tinguished looking  person  in  negligee.  I  says 
you  mean  the  guy  without  any  shirt  on  ?  Sneak 
says,  "  exactly."  I  says  :  who  is  that  dirty  look- 
ing bum  ?  He  says  :  have  a  care,  sir,  that  is  the 
Govenor.  Sneak  says  :  you  see  the  Govenor  is 
the  minister  plenipotentiary  ex-officio  of  this  crap 
game. 

Sneak  knew  all  the  great  guys  and  they  was  the 
cheesiest  looking  bunch  of  statesmen  I  ever  saw. 
There  was  Chancy  Depot,  and  Bill  Jeromeville, 
Willie  K.  Astorbilt ;  and  some  guy  buttin'  in 
there  by  the  name  of  Johnny  Morgan.  Then 
Sneak  pointed  out  Mr.  Roosevelt  and  right  next 
to  him  was  a  coon.  Sneak  says  it  was  Broker 
T.  Washingdone.  They  were  eating  a  sandwich 
together.  Bill  Jeromeville  was  copping  in  all  the 
dough.    Vanderbilt  puts  down  a  nickle,  rolls  the 
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dice  and  loses  and  says  "I'm  broke."  Then 
Willie  Astor  makes  a  pass  for  a  dime,  loses  and 
says  "  I'm  broke." 

That  was  fifteen  cents  gone  and  two  million- 
aires broke.  Just  then  Rottenfellow  comes  in, 
goes  up  to  Sneak,  borrows  a  dime,  gives  it  to  the 
minister  plenipotentiary  and  the  Govenor  goes 
out  for  a  pint  of  beer.  You  see  Chancey  Depot 
was  thirsty  and  they  wanted  to  give  the  senator 
Beveridge. 

Just  then  a  cop  came  in  with  the  Govenor  by 
the  neck  and  hands  Rottenfellow  a  punch  in  the 
eye.  I  thought  it  was  a  swell  chance  to  stand  in 
with  all  those  swell  guys,  so  I  started  to  give  the 
cop  an  argument  and  he  jabs  me  in  the  nose  and 
pinched  the  whole  bunch  of  statesmen. 

One  cop  put  the  whole  government  on  the 
bum,  and  we  all  went  up  to  the  Villa  together. 

All  the  statesmen  are  there  yet,  I  guess  they're 
waiting  for  a  special  session  of  Congress  to  bail 
them  out. 


Dusty — I  fell  down  a  hill  fwith  ten  bottles  of 
beer  and  didn't  break  one  of  them. 

Lazy  Mike — How  did  you  accomplish  such  a 
wonderful  feat  ? 

Dusty — I  had  them  inside  of  me. 


Tramp — You  got  a  bar-room  here  ? 
Clerk  (in  hotel)  Yes. 
.  Tramp  — I  want  to  get  a  bar  of  soap. 


6  NEW  TRAMP  JOKE  BOOK. 


Hungry  Hank— Say,  I  went  up  fo  a  farmhouse 
the  other  day,  and  asked  for  some  cold  victuals. 
Weary — Did  you  get  any  ? 
Hungry  Hank— Yes,  I  got  the  cold  shoulder. 


Lazy  Mike — How  fast  have  you  ever  traveled  ? 

Hatless  Hal— I  have  traveled  at  the  rate  of 
seventy  miles  an  hour. 

Lazy  Mike — That's  nothing.  I  have  traveled 
so  fast  that  you  couldn't  see  trees  or  telegraph 
poles. 

Hatless  Hal— Why,  how  was  that  ? 

Lazy  Mike — I  was  locked  up  in  a  box  car. 


First  Tramp — I  went  blackberrying  to-day. 

Second  Tramp — You  did  ? 

First  Tramp— Yes,  I  went  to  a  colored  funeral. 


Dusty — I  went  into  a  restaurant  to-day.  The 
lemon  pie  that  I  had  was  a  peach. 

Weary — That's  nothing,  I  went  into  a  saloon 
and  had  no  money,  so  I  let  the  beer  settle. 


A  Tramp  entered  the  store  of  Dr.  Vineburg, 
the  Albany  optician,  and  said,  "  Meester,  I  vant 
to  get  my  eyes  tested  for  a  pair  of  glasses." 

Well,  Doc  sits  him  in  a  chair  and  places  a  card 
about  fifteen  feet  away  from  him,  and  says,  "Can 
you  read  that  plainly  ? " 


NEW  TRAMP  JOKE  BOOK.  7 


"  I  can't  do  it,  Meester,"  says  the  Tramp. 
Doc  pushes  it  to  within  ten  feet  of  him  and 
says  : 

"  Can  you  read  it  now  ?  " 

"  No,  I  can't,"  says  the  Tramp. 

"  Doc  sticks  the  card  under  his  nose  and  says  : 
"  Well,  can  you  read  it  now  ?  " 

"  No,"  says  the  Tramp,  "  I  never  learned  to 
read." 


Hotfoot — What  is  the  difference  between  a 
man  and  a  banana  peel  ? 

Lazy  Mike — Go  on  ;  the  man  throws  the  ban- 
ana peel  into  the  gutter,  and  sometimes  the  ban- 
ana peel  throws  the  man  into  the  gutter. 


Dusty — Say,  Weary,  where  is  the  best  place  to 
go  when  you're  broke  ? 
Weary — To  jail,  of  course. 


Weary  Faggles — "  I  wish't  I  wuz  dead  !  " 
Lazy  Mike — I'll  lend  you  me  razor." 
Weary  Faggles—"  Mother  of  work  !    The  ef- 
fort would  kill  me." 


One  evening,  a  tramp  went  to  a  railroad  siding 
where  there  were  a  lot  of  box-cars.  He  jumped 
on  one  of  the  freight  cars  and  went  to  sleep.  He 
woke  up  to  find  that  he  was  traveling  at  the  rate 
of  thirty  miles  an  hour. 
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Suddenly  he  noticed  that  he  had  a  visitor  in 
the  same  car  with  him,  and  he  thought  his  visitor 
had  visitors  too— because  he  could  hear  him 

scratching. 

"Who  the  devil  are  you,  and  what  do  you 

want  ?" 

"  Look  here,  young  man,"  says  the  visitor,  , 
"I'm  Willie  Astorbilt,  out  for  a  ride  in  my  new  1 
Benzine  Buggy,  and  I  won't  be  disturbed  either."  | 
"Where  do  you  come  from  ?"  said  the  Tramp.  < 
"  Iowa,"  says  he.  "  My  father  is  a  farmer  out  1 
there.  He  raised  a  cabbage  last  year  that  weighed 
five  hundred  pounds.  Now  who  the  d — 1  are  1 
you  ? " 

"Why,  I'm  Andrew  Carnegie,  on  a  tour  in 
my  private  car.  I'm  going  back  to  Homestead  to 
superintend  the  manufacture  of  a  boiler  so  large 
that  it  takes  two  hundred  and  fifty  men  to  drive 
one  of  the  rivets." 

"  Go  slow  there,"  says  he.    "  What  could  they 
do  with  a  boiler  so  large  as  that  ? " 

"Why,  they're  going  to  boil  that  cabbage  your  \ 
father  raised,  of  course." 

JACK  LEWIS. 


A  DEAD  DOG'S  POWER. 

A  tramp  was  engaged  in  nocturnal  cherry- 
stealing  a  short  time  ago,  and  was  observed  by 
the  owner  of  the  fruit,  who,  unnoticed  by  the 
robber,  placed  a  large  stuffed  dog  at  the  foot  of 
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the  tree  and  retired  to  watch  the  result  of  his 
strategy.  The  tramp  about  descending,  observed 
the  dog,  and  then  the  fun  commenced.  He 
whistled,  coaxed,  threatened,  unavailingly,  the 
animal  never  moving  ;  and  finally  the  tramp,  ac- 
cepting the  inevitable,  settled  down  to  passing 
the  night  in  the  tree.  After  some  hours  had 
passed,  weary  enough  to  the  tramp,  morning 
dawned,  and  the  proprietor  of  the  tree,  coming 
from  the  house,  asked  how  he  came  to  be  in  the 
tree,  to  which  the  tramp  answered  that  he  took 
to  it  to  save  himself  from  the  dog,  who  had  chased 
him  quite  a  distance.  It  isn't  safe  to  say  "stuffed 
dog  "  to  that  tramp  now. 


Dusty—"  I  know  you." 
Tired  Willie-"  Who  ami?" 
Dusty— "Nobody." 

Tired  Willie—"  Good  heavens,  I  am  dis 
covered." 


PAUL  BARNES— Monologuist. 

I  was  coming  down  the  street  the  other  day 
and  I  saw  a  little  boy  weeping  most  piteously,  so 
I  went  over  to  him  and  said,  "  Sonny,  what  are 
you  crying  about  ? "  He  said,  between  sobs,  "  I 
had  two  quarters  in  my  hand  just  now  when  a 
great  big  fellow  came  along  and  grabbed  one  of 
them."  Naturally  being  a  very  tender-hearted 
guy,  I  sympathized  with  him  and  asked  him  what 
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he  did.  He  told  me  he  cried  out  in  a  very  feeble 
voice  for  help.  I  said  to  him,  "Can't  you  shout 
any  louder  than  that  ? "  He  said,  "  No,  sir  ;  I 
have  the  asthma,  I  can't  yell  out  loud."  So  I 
took  his  other  quarter.  I  was  meditating  what 
to  do  with  all  this  money,  whether  to  get  two 
whiskies  and  a  beer  or  three  beers  and  a  whiskey, 
and  finally  decided  to  toss  up  the  coin  to  deter- 
mine. I  did  so  and  as  it  came  down  a  thief 
grabbed  it  and  ran.  I  chased  him,  yelling,  "  Stop 
thief,"  when  a  policeman  grabbed  me  and  de- 
manded to  know  what  I  was  making  all  that 
noise  about.  I  told  him  I  was  pursuing  a  thief 
and  he  said,  "  Well,  stop  right  where  you  are, 
there'll  be  another  one  along  in  a  minute  or  two." 
You  have  all  heard  of  John  Rockefeller  and  you 
all  know  he  has  a  terrible  nervous  malady.  After 
consulting  all  the  doctors  to  no  avail  he  went  to 
a  spiritualist  and  she  told  him  that  if  he  would 
get  the  shirt  of  a  perfectly  happy  man  and  wear 
it  his  malady  would  be  cured.  So  he  sent  agents 
out  all  over  the  world  to  find  the  happy  man.  I 
was  sitting  in  the  park,  thinking  over  some  of  the 
jokes  I  tell  and  laughing  heartily  all  to  myself, 
when  up  comes  one  of  these  agents  and  says, 
"  My  friend,  are  you  happy  ?"  "I  should  say  I 
am,"  I  replied;  "  Perfectly  happy  ?"  he  asked, 
"Perfectly  happy,"  I  replied.  "I  am  the  hap- 
piest man  in  the  world."  "  Then  you  are  the 
man  I  am  hunting,  he  replied.  "Mr.  Rockefeller 
will  give  you  $100,000  for  the  loan  of  your  shirt 
for  just  one  night."  My,  but  that  was  a  great  offer. 
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It  almost  stunned  me.  I  could  scarcely  realize 
it.  But  it  didn't  do  me  any  good  for  I  didn't 
own  a  shirt  at  that  time.  I  got  married  not  long 
ago,  and  as  all  you  married  men  out  there  in 
front  know,  matrimony  makes  you  very  nervous. 
I  married  a  very  wealthy  woman,  but  she  wouldn't 
give  me  any  of  it,  and  I  got  nervous  right  away, 
so  I  went  to  a  doctor  and  he  told  me  I  had 
"  matrimonial  dyspepsia."  He  said  my  wife  was 
too  rich  for  me.  I  determined  to  have  a  smoke 
to  quiet  my  nerves  and  went  for  a  cigar.  I  got 
two  or  three— a  quarter  each.  One  of  them  was 
almost  a  whole  one,  but  a  fellow  trod  on  it  before 
I  could  get  it.  I  lighted  the  longest  one  of  the 
bunch  and  strolling  into  the  lobby  of  the  first 
hotel  I  came  to  I  settled  myself  back  in  an  easy- 
chair  and  began  puffing  away  to  my  heart's  con- 
tent. The  clerk  soon  began  sniffing  as  though 
he  smelled  something  bad,  and  then,  coming 
straight  over  to  me,  he  said,  "  Young  man,  the 
guest  died  in  room  13,  that's  the  room  we  want 
fumigated,  not  the  office."  I  told  him  I  was  just 
taking  a  smoke  and  not  fumigating,  so  he  said, 
"  Well,  if  that's  the  case,  smoke  up,  because 
you're  going  out."  And  I  did.  As  I  was  leaving 
he  said,  "For  the  love  of  heaven  if  you  must 
smoke,  smoke  smokeless  tobacco."  I  had  heard 
of  horseless  carriages,  wireless  telegraphy  and 
smokeless  powder  but  never  of  smokeless  tobacco, 
so  I  went  to  the  biggest  tobacco  store  I  could  find 
and  asked  the  man  if  there  was  such  a  thing  as 
smokeless  tobacco.    "  Of  course  there  is,"  he 
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said.  It  almost  took  my  breath  away.  "  What 
kind  is  it?"  I  asked.  "  Chewing  tobacco,  you 
yap,'  he  said.  After  that  I  thought  I  would  take 
a  little  trip  out  into  the  country,  so  I  wandered 
out  to  Union  station  to  get  a  train  for  the  suburbs. 
Since  they  have  stopped  lovemaking  and  kissing 
in  the  parks  they  do  it  all  in  the  depots  now. 
The  minute  a  gateman  called  out  a  train  and 
opened  a  gate  there  was  a  line  up  of  girls  and 
young  fellows  desperately  kissing  each  other 
good-by  and  they  kept  on  kissing  until  the  train 
pulled  but  and  then  they  moved  down  to  the  next 
gate.  I  got  so  excited  I  tore  off  a  few  osculations 
myself  and  made  a  couple  of  old  maids  happy. 
At  last  I  got  a  train  and  rode  a  few  miles  out  into 
the  country  and  alighting  found  a  lovely  shady 
spot  under  a  tree  and  was  awakened  as  though 
something  was  on  my  mind.  It  was  a  horse  that 
had  laid  down  on  me  and  gone  to  sleep  also. 
Just  as  I  awakened  a  gang  of  men  came  running 
up  and  said,  "  Here  he  is,  boys  ;  "  here's  the 
horse  thief,"  and  what  could  I  say,  it  was  a  horse 
on  me. 


MORBID  MIKE'S  MISFORTUNES. 

I'm  not  a  tramp.  I'm  a  lily.  I  toil  not,  neither 
do  I  spin.  And  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not 
arrayed  like  me. 

The  other  day  I  asked  a  woman  for  something 
to  eat.  She  said  she  hadn't  a  thing  in  the  house 
and  besides  she  was  busy,  as  she  had  a  couple  of 
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letters  to  write.  I  said  :  "  Madam,  let  me  lick 
the  stamps.    I  can't  starve." 

"She  said:  "What's  the  matter  with  your 
coat  ? "  1  said  :  "  Insomnia.  It  hasn't  had  a 
nap  in  10  years."  "  Well,"  she  said  :  "  I'll  give 
you  a  dipperful  of  water."  I  said :  "  Is  that  all 
you  can  give  ?  "  She  said  :  "  No,  you  can  have 
as  many  dipperfuls  as  you  want." 

Then  she  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  the 
scheme  of  free  baths.  I  said  :  "  They  won't  get 
none  from  me.  No  man  is  goin'  to  get  me  to 
bathe  without  payin'  me  fer  it." 

Then  I  went  to  another  house  and  rang  the 
front  door-bell.  A  woman  came  to  the  door  and 
I  said  :  "  Won't  you  help  a  poor  man  that  lost 
all  his  friends  in  the  Jacksonville  fire  ?"  "Why," 
she  said,  "  you  are  the  same  man  that  lost  his 
family  in  the  Galveston  flood  and  was  in  the 
Charleston  earthquake."  I  said  :  "  I  know  it, 
mum.  I'm  one  of  the  most  unfortunate  gentle- 
men on  the  face  of  the  earth."  "Well,"  she  said  : 
"  I'll  tell  you  where  you  can  find  a  job  saw- 
ing five  cords  of  wood."  "  Where  ? "  I  said. 
"  Around  the  corner  of  the  next  street,"  said  she. 
"  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  I.  "  I  might 
have  run  into  it,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  you." 

"  Well,"  she  said,  "  you  seem  to  be  deserving, 
I'll  give  you  apiece  of  pie."  "I'm  much  obliged 
to  you,"  said  I,  "  but  I  can't  eat  it  without  a  fork." 
She  said,  "  Well,  you  amble  along  and  you'll  find 
a  fork  in  the  road  a  little  further  on." 

As  I  was  leaving  the  house  I  run  into  an  old 
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friend  of  mine,  Hatless  Harry,  and  while  we  were 
speaking  of  the  Nicaragua  canal  project,  a  police- 
man arrested  us  as  suspicious  characters.  We 
were  brought  up  before  the  judge  and  he  said  to 
Hatless  Harry,  "  Where  do  you  live  ?"  He  said, 
"Nowhere."  Then  the  judge  said  to  me,  "Where 
do  you  live  ?"  I  said,  "  I've  got  the  room  above 
him." 

Well,  the  judge  discharged  us  on  our  agree- 
ment to  leave  town  at  once,  and  we  started  to 
walk  to  Boston.  On  the  way  we  passed  an  en- 
gine house  with  a  steeple,  and  I  asked  Harry  what 
building  it  was.  Harry  read  the  sign,  "  Deluge 
No.  3,"  and  said  it  was  the  Third  Baptist  Church. 

Well,  we  came  into  Boston  at  the  Terminal 
Station,  and  I  asked  Harry  how  to  reach  Wash- 
ington Street.  He  said  :  "  Let's  work  together. 
You  go  south  and  I'll  go  north  and  we'll  report 
progress  every  time  we  meet. 

I  started  up  Summer  Street  and  I  overheard 
two  Boston  society  ladies  talking.  One  said  to 
the  other  :  "  What  a  lovely  baby  we  just  passed." 
"  Yes,"  said  the  other,  "  it's  mine."  "  Is  that 
true  ?"  asked  the  first  lady.  "  It's  the  undraped 
actuality,"  said  the  second.  "  How  can  you 
tell  ? "    "I  recognized  the  nurse." 

Well,  we  finally  found  Washington  Street,  and 
we  went  into  Brigham's  restaurant  and  Harry 
says  to  the  waiter,  "  Some  cheese,  please."  The 
waiter  says  ;  "I'm  very  sorry,  the  cheese  is  out, 
sir."  Harry  says,  "  Is  that  so  ?  When  do  you 
expect  it  back  ? "    Well,  we  ordered  steak  and  in 


a  few  miauf  is  the  waiter  came  back  and  set  a 
plate  in  front  of  each  of  us.  Harry  says, 
"  Where's  the  steak  ?"  The  waiter  says,  "You've 
got  it  in  front  of  you,  can't  you  see?"  Harry 
says  ;  "  Excuse  me.  I  thought  it  was  a  crack  in 
the  plate."  Then  I  addressed  the  waiter.  I  said, 
"  Will  you  pass  the  butter  ? "  Harry  said,  "  Wait 
a  minute,  it's  coming  this  way."  I  said,  "  Well, 
alter  you  have  had  the  refusal  of  it,  let  it  move 
over  my  side  of  the  table,  will  you  ? " 

Well,  the  waiter  gave  us  a  check  and  we  both 
walked  out  to  the  desk  to  settle.  I  says,  I'll 
pay  for  this/'  Harry  says,  "  No,  let  me  pay  for 
it."  I  said,  "  No.  I  insist  on  paying  for  it." 
Well,  we  were  arguing  for  some  time  as  to  whe 
should  settle.  Finally,  Harry  said  to  the  man 
back  of  the  desk,  "  I  suppose  you  don't  care  who 
pays  for  it."  He  says,  "No,  I  don't  care," 
'•  Well;"  wo  says,  "  3'ou  pay  for  it,"  and  we 
walked  out  arm  in  arm. 

With  your  kind  attention,  i  will  now  sing  you 
my  latest  success,  entitled,  "  Fve  got  to  go  to  bed 
with  cold  feet  or  get  a  divorce." 

IRV  OTT. 


Dusty. — Did  you  ever  hear  a  fairy  story  ? 
.  Rhodes.— YeS]  a  friend  of  mine  told  me  about 
a  fairy  who  pinched  his  watch. 
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SOMETHING  IN  HIS  STOMACH. 

Two  tramps,  one  of  them  very  portly,  were 
walking  south  on  Main  Street  yesterday  noon  and 
the  fat  tramp  was  complaining  about  his  diges- 
tion. "  I'm  sick,"  he  said.  "  I  can't  eat."  Just 
then  they  turned  west  on  Eleventh  street  and  a 
boy  on  roller  skates  came  down  the  hill  and 
struck  the  fat  tramp  at  the  belt  line.  When  the 
tramp  recovered  his  balance  he  turned  to  his 
companion  and  said  :  "  There,  that's  the  first 
thing  I've  had  in  my  stomach  to-day." 


Dusty.— Who  were  the  first  gamblers  ? 
Rhodes. — Adam  and  Eve. 
Dusty. — How  so  ? 

Rhodes. — Didn't  they  shake  a  paradise  ? 


Lazy  Mike. — "  They  say  that  whiskey  has  killed 
more  men  than  bullets." 

Weary  Willie.—"  Well,  I'd  sooner  be  full  of 
whiskey  than  bullets,  wouldn't  you  ?" 


HatlessHal. — "  How  did  he  make  his  money  ? " 
Hungry  Hank. — "  In  the  pocket-book  business." 
Hatless  Hall. — "  Is  he  still  in  the  same  busi- 
ness ? " 

Hungry  Hank. — "  No.  He  has  quit  the  pocket- 
book  business  and  gone  into  the  stocking  business. 
You  know  there  is  more  money  in  stockings  now 
than  there  is  in  pocket-books." 
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Dusty.—"  Say,  Weary,  you're  father  was  pretty 
wealthy  when  he  died,  wasn't  he  ?" 
Weary.— "Oh,  yes." 

Dusty.—"  Did  he  leave  your  mother  much  ?" 
Weary. — "  Oh,  about  twice  a  week." 


An  old  tramp  met  a  little  boy  on  the  street  one 
day,  who  was  eating  an  apple,  and  asked  him  for 
a  bite.  The  little  boy  held  out  the  apple  and  the 
hobo  opened  a  mouth  that  would  have  been  cred- 
itable to  a  hundred  and  fifty  pound  catfish  and 
brought  it  down  on  the  fruit,  leaving  a  very  small 
share  on  the  other  side.  "  Good  gracious,"  said 
the  youngster,  "  you  take  the  apple  and  give  me 
the  bite. 


An  extremely  lazy  tramp  punched  out  his  left 
eye  with  a  ramrod  to  save  the  labor  of  shutting  it 
when  he  went  to  sleep. 


Dusty. — Are  you  hungry. 
Lazy  Mike.— Km  so  hungry  I  have  a  cavity  no 
dentist  can  fill. 


Waggles.— How  is  your  rheumatiz  ? " 
Frosty  Mike. — "  Rheumatiz  is  doin'  fine,  I'm 
the  fellow  that's  gettin'  the  worst  of  it." 


I  have  a  great  deal  of  love  in  my  heart  for  this 
city.    I  had  a  brother  here.    He  was  the  smartest 
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boy  you  ever  saw.  Why  he'd  just  pick  up  any 
thing— doormats,  umbrellas,  overcoats,  anything 
that  was  lying  around  loose.  He  opened  a 
jewelry  store  once  but  the  man  who  owned  it 
caught  him  just  as  he  was  coming  out.  Then  we 
didn't  see  him  for  awhile. 


Dusty.— I  fell  into  a  piece  of  property  the 
other  day. 

Rhodes.— Get  out. 

Dusty.— Yes  ;  a  fellow  left  a  coal  hole  open 
and  I  fell  in  it.    But  I  sued  the  fellow. 
Rhodes.— What  did  you  get  ? 
Dusty.— I  got  six  months  for  stealing  coal. 


Weary.— If  you  should  die,  what  would  you  do 
with  your  body  ? 

Waggles.—]  don't  know. 

Weary.— I'd  sell  mine  to  a  medical  student. 

Waggles.— Then  you'd  be  giving  yourself  dead 
away. 

Brainy  Bowers— I  have  a  great  dog.  Why  you 
can  take  him  a  mile  away  and  let  him  loose  and 
he  will  find  me." 

Lankey  Joe— "Well,  why  don't  you  take  a 
bath?" 

A  man  left  his  umbrella  in  a  l^at-rack  of  a  hotel. 
Fearing  it  would  be  stolen,  he  left  the  following 
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card  :  "  The  man  who  owns  this  umbrella  strikes 
a  two-hundred-and-ftfty  pound  blow  and  will  be 
back  in  fifteen  minutes."  A  tramp  took  it  and 
left  the  following  card  ;  "  The  man  who  has  got 
the  umbrella,  walks  ten  miles  an  hour,  strikes  a 
three-hundred  pound  blow,  and  won't  be  back  at 
all." 


A  blind  beggar  met  a  tramp  and  begged  him 
to  give  him  a  pair  of  pants.  "  Great  Scott,"  said 
the  tramp,  "  why  don't  you  do  as  I  do  ?  Get 
your  drawers  dyed." 


A  tramp  drank  so  much  whiskey  that  mos- 
quitoes that  bit  him  died  of  delirium  tremens. 

MOE  OTT. 


First  Tramp—"  Say,  Rags,  wot  is  dis  1  Simple 
Life  '  dey  is  talkin'  so  much  erbout  ? " 

Second  Tramp — "  Oh  !  me  brudder  leads  it." 
First  Tramp—"  Where  is  he  ?  " 
Second  Tramp — "  In  de  insane  asylum." 


Leary — "  How  are  you,  Weary  ?" 

Weary — "  Mighty  bad  !  Sure,  'tis  starvation, 
thot's  shtarin'  me  in  the  face," 

Leary — "  Begorra  !  "  "it  can't  be  very  pleasant 
for  either  av  yez." 
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THE  TRAMP'S  TROUBLES. 

"  By  Ginger  !  I'm  so  hungry  I  could  eat  a 
rubber  boot.  I'm  financially  embarrassed.  I'm 
eight  dollars  short  of  having  twenty  cents.  You 
wouldn't  think  that  I  was  once  one  of  the  400 
would  you  ?  My  number  was  399  (on  the  Is- 
land.) About  five  o'clock  this  morning,  I  dropped 
into  a  kiffey  by  accident  and  asked  the  bar-tender 
for  a  drink.  He  asked  me  if  I'd  got  the  money 
to  pay  for  it — right  out  loud.  He  finally  sat  a 
bottle  out  on  the  bar  and  I  filled  a  glass  and 
drank  it.  I  then  told  him  that  I  was  financially 
embarrassed.  That's  about  all  I  remember. 
The  minute  I  said  that  I  lacked  the  necessary,  he 
stung  me.  I  don't  know  whether  he  hit  me  with 
a  piece  of  lead  pipe  or  a  monkey-wrench.  What- 
ever it  was,  it  was  a  success.  It  bounced  off  and 
killed  a  dog.  The  dog  would  have  chewed  my 
ear  off  only  I  told  him  it  was  Friday.  The  bar- 
tender then  pointed  a  long,  glistening  object  at 
me  and  told  me  to  give  up.  I  asked  him  what 
the  glittering  object  was  and  he  said  that  it  was 
a  revolver.  I  told  him  never  to  startle  me  that 
way  again.    (I  thought  it  was  a  stomach  pump.) 

Last  Saturday  afternoon  I  went  to  see  a  foot- 
ball game  with  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is  a  hunch- 
back. He  had  a  sweater  on  and  during  the  ex- 
citement of  the  game  someone  tackled  him. 
They  thought  he  had  the  ball  up  his  back. 

They  ploughed  up  the  field  with  him  and  when 
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they  finally  excavated  him,  he  was  pretty  well 
straightened  up.  Then  the  Cap'n  says  to  the 
half-back, '  you  take  the  hunch-back  down  to  the 
gate  and  give  him  his  quarter  back.' 

"  The  other  day  I  was  out  in  the  country  and 
I  saw  a  girl  standing  on  a  cow's  back  washing 
windows.  I  was  just  telling  her  that  she  ought 
to  be  with  a  circus,  when  her  mother  hollered 
out  the  window  ;  '  Melindy,  who  are  you  talking 
to  ? '  The  girl  says  ;  '  I  dunno,  it  looks  like  a 
mud  turtle.  Well,  the  ole  lady  glanced  out  and 
saw  me.  She  says  :  1  Melindy,  come  into  the 
house,  quick  and  bring  the  cow  with  you.'  Just 
then  the  old  man  arrived  on  the  scene  with  a 
brindle  bull-dog  and  told  him  to  1  sick '  me.  He 
sickened  me  all  right.  After  he'd  got  through 
sickening  me,  I  wouldn't  have  given  five  cents  for 
the  best  bicycle  that  ever  was  made.  Talk  about 
wafting  through  the  atmosphere.  I  always  de- 
spised a  country  dog,  anyway.  They're  so  deceit- 
ful. Such  back-biters.  After  this  I'm  going  to 
have  a  rubber  tire  sewed  in  my  trousers.  I'm 
tired  of  being  punctured. 

"  I  came  near  being  pinched  this  morning.  I 
met  a  society  lady  from  Hoboken  on  Broadway. 
I  don't  recall  what  brewery  she  represented. 
She  had  with  her  a  small,  mud-colored,  monkey- 
faced  French  poodle  attached  to  a  string.  Well, 
I  was  hurrying  down  to  the  bank,  holding  my 
head  up — I  didn't  want  to  spill  it— when  I  acci- 
dentally stepped  on  the  young  lady's  dog.  You 
know,  I  have  a  habit  of  stepping  on  things.    I  in- 
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herit  it.  I  had  a  stepfather.  Well,  after  I  had  re- 
moved my  mud-scow,  the  young  lady  stooped  up 
and  picked  down  the  dog  and  commenced  to  cry. 
Tears  of  contrition  ran  down  her  fat  Hoboken 
face.  1  never  felt  so  sorry  and  so  mortified  in 
all  my  life.  I  felt  touched.  I  said,  'Miss,  if  your 
dog  dies,  I'll  replace  him.'  She  looked  at  me 
scornfully  and  said :  '  Go  home  !  You  flatter 
yourself.' " 

LEW  BLOOM. 


I  went  into  a  hotel  not  long  ago  and  my  dog 
followed  me.  An  attendant  with  brass  buttons 
touched  me  on  the  arm.  "  Beg  pardon,  sir,"  said 
he,  "  You  must  not  bring  that  dog  in  here." 

"Dog,  dog,"  I  exclaimed.  "  I  told  him  to  stay 
out,"  and  I  made  as  if  to  kick  the  dog,  which 
darted  out  of  the  place. 

"  That's  my  locksmith  dog,"  I  said. 

"Locksmith  dog  ?"  said  a  man  who  was  stand- 
ing near.  "  Queer  name  ;  why  do  you  call  him 
that  ? " 

"  Why  ?  why,  every  time  I  kick  at  him  he 
makes  a  bolt  for  the  door." 

JACK  LEWIS. 


Tramp— (in  a  butcher  shop).  "  Give  me  a 
pound  of  dog  meat." 

Butcher— (after  looking  him  over  critically.) 
"Yes,  sir,  shall  I  wrap  it  up  ?" 
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RETALIATORY  MEASURES. 

"  Did  you  ever  wear  a  clean  shirt  in  your  life  ?" 
asked  the  woman  of  the  house  in  disgust,  as  she 
handed  out  a  cold  bite. 

"  Lady,"  responded  the  man  on  the  stoop, 
"your  question  pains  me.  My  soiled  linen  is  but 
the  evidence  of  patriotism.  I  have  boycotted  the 
Chinese  laundries." 


"  I  had  a  dream  de  odder  night." 

"  Did  you  know  the  girl  ? " 

"  I  dreamed  I  vent  to  church  and  sat  in 
Chauncey  Depew's  seat.   What  did  that  mean  ?" 

"That  means  that  when  Chauncey  came  in  you 
should  give  Chauncey  de  pew." 

ROGERS  BROS. 


She — How,  oh  !  how  can  you  be  always  drink- 
ing? 

He— (Tramp.)  Well,  lady,  I  am  blessed  by 
nature  wit'  a  fine  capacity,  and  den  stiddy  prac- 
tice has  done  a  lot  fur  me,  no  doubt,  lady. 


"A  tramp  stole  a  harness  the  other  day  and 
never  left  a  trace." 


Weary  Willie—"  I  read  an  absorbing  article  in 
the  Herald  to-day." 

Dusty  Rhoades— "  What  was  it  about  ? " 
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Weary  Willie—"  Why,  a  sponge." 
Dusty  Rhoades— "Well,  well!   They've  been 
writing  up  your  brother  again,  have  they  ? " 


A  New  Hampshire  farmer  is  hard  at  work  on 
a  hilly  rocky  farm  so  poor  you  couldn't  raise  an 
umbrella  on  it,  when  a  stranger  passing  by  stops 
to  sympathize  with  him. 

Tramp— "Well,  well,  you  must  be  awfully 
poor  to  have  to  work  on  such  a  farm  as  this." 

Farmer— (Indignantly.)  "  Not  by  a  durned 
sight.  I  ain't  so  poor  as  you  think  I  be.  I  don't 
own  the  land. 


A  BUSINESS  TRANSACTION. 

A  wretched  looking  tramp  went  into  a  saloon 
and  begged  with  tears  in  his  eyes  for  the  bar- 
keeper to  give  him  a  nickel  with  which  to  get 
something  to  eat.  He  got  it.  As  soon  as  he  got 
it  in  his  hand  he  slapped  it  down  on  the  bar,  and 
said,  in  a  loud  vociferous,  peremptory  tone  of 
voice  : 

"  Beer  ! " 

It  was  several  minutes  before  the  barkeeper 
could  catch  his  breath,  and  then  he  was  elo- 
quent. 

"Well,  if  that  ain't  gall,  I  hope  I  may  never 
live  to  see  any.   Why,  you— you— you,  etc." 

"  No  speeches.  "Begging  is  my  business,  and 
beer-jerking  is  yours.    You  attend  to  your  busi- 
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ness,  and  I'll  attend  to  mine.  It  is  going  to  be  a 
cold  winter,  and  if  you  want  to  keep  your  job  you 
had  better  attend  to  it,"  said  the  mendicant. 

The  partially  paralyzed  barkeeper  handed  him 
out  the  schooner,  the  tramp  downed  it  slowly 
and  drifted  out,  perfectly  satisfied  with  that  little 
business  transaction. 

  / 

Weary  Mike— I  heard  you  got  a  letter  from 
your  brother  Denny  ? 
Dusty — Indeed,  I  did. 

Weary  Mike— Was  there  anything  important 
in  the  letter  ? 

Dusty— Well  I  didn't  open  it,  for  on  the  out- 
side  of  the  envelope  was  printed  :  "  Please  re- 
turn in  five  days  ; "  so  I  sent  it  b?rk  to  him. 


HARD  LUCK  STORIES. 

I  have  more  hard  luck  than  any  other  man 
living.  Why  just  to  show  you  what  hard  luck 
I've  got :  the  other  morning  I  got  up  after  being 
out  most  all  the  night  and  looking  through  my 
pockets  I  found  that  I  had  ten  cents. 

Now,  I  needed  a  shave  and  I  wanted  a  drink, 
and  I  didn't  know  what  to  take,  so  being  a  little 
bit  of  a  sport  I  said  to  myself.  "Now  I'll  toss 
up  this  ten  cent  piece  to  see  what  I  will  have. 
If  it  comes  heads  I'll  have  a  drink,  and  if  it 
comes  to  tails  I'll  get  a  shave  ;  so  I  flipped  the 
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coin,  and  to  show  what  hard  luck  I  have,  I  didn't 
catch  it,  and  it  rolled  in  the  sewer. 

Talking  about  more  hard  luck,  I  was  in  Phila- 
delphia one  day  and  I  wanted  to  get  to  New 
York  and  when  I  got  to  the  station  I  met  an  old 
friend  of  mine  whose  name  was  Flanigan  and  he 
was  going  to  New  York  also.  So  we  bought  two 
tickets  for  New  York  and  got  on  the  train,  and 
we  rode  about  ten  miles  when  the  conductor 
came  through  the  car  for  the  tickets. 

So  we  showed  him  our  tickets  and  he  looked 
at  them  and  said  ;  "Why,  young  gentlemen,  you 
are  on  the  wrong  train."  So  we  got  off  the  train 
at  the  next  station  and  took  the  next  train  that 
came  along.  Got  on  Jboard  and  rode  about  ten 
miles  further  when  the  conductor  came  through 
and  ask  for  tickets. 

We  showed  him  our  tickets  and  he  looked  at 
them  and  said  :  "  Gentlemen,  you  are  on  the 
wrong  train."  Now  this  made  my  friend  Flani- 
gan mad  to  be  put  off  two  trains  and  he  started 
to  curse  and  swear  something  terrible  ;  in  fact  I 
never  heard  a  man  use  such  profane  language  in 
all  my  life.  But  we  got  off  at  the  next  station 
and  took  the  next  train  and  took  a  seat  in  the 
smoking  car  and  my  friend  Flanigan  was  still 
cursing  and  swearing.  Now  right  in  the  seat 
ahead  of  us  was  a  minister  of  the  gospel  and  he 
heard  Flanigan  cursing  and  swearing  and  turned 
around  and  said  :  "  Young  man,  do  you  know 
you  are  on  the  road  to  hell."  Flanigan  said, 
"  Begorra,  we  are  on  the  wrong  train  again." 
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Yank-What's  that  ? 
Hank— Why  the  watch  dogs. 
Yank— Why  the   dogs  are  all  right  if  they 
know  you. 

Hank— Yes  !  But  if  they  don't  know  you, 
they  are  awful  back-biters. 


Dusty  Rhoades — "  Why  don't  you  pay  a  little 
more  attention  to  your  clothes  ?" 

Weary—"  If  you  don't  like  it  because  I  ain't 
wearing  open-work  socks,  let  me  call  your  atten- 
tion to  my  open-work  shoes,  old  man." 


The  Farmer— What  excuse  have  you  for  sleep- 
ing all  day  when  every  one  else  is  working  ? 

The  Tramp— Well  yer  see,  boss,  I  haven't  got 
anything  but  an  evenin'  suit  an'  I  dare  not  ap- 
pear before  6  o'clock." 


Leary— Say,  Walker,  why  didn't  you  come  to 
town  in  your  automobilly  ? 

Wraggles — Couldn't,  Leary  ;  last  night  Dusty 
Rhoades  woke  up  wid  first,  an'  drank  all  de 
gasoline. 


A  tramp  went  into  a  saloon  the  other  day  and 
asked  for  a  glass  of  seltzer,  and  the  waiter  brought 
him  a  glass  of  water.  11  This  isn't  seltzer,"  says 
he  and  he  took  it  back,  but  a  few  minutes  later 
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returned  with  the  same  glass  of  water.  1 1  want 
seltzer,'  said  he,  '  and  you  insist  on  bringing  me 
water.  I  want  seltzer,  seltzer,  seltzer  ;  can't  you 
understand  ?  "  he  roared.  At  that  the  waiter  got 
mad,  and,  after  smashing  him  in  the  eye,  he 
rolled  him  on  the  floor  and  out  into  the  street, 
where  a  big  '  cop '  grabbed  him  and  hustled  him 
off  to  the  police  station,  where  he  ushered  him 
into  a  little  room  and  said,  *  There's  your  cell, 
sir." 


Weary—"  I  was  down  to  Coney  Island  to-day* 
Say,  ain't  them  waves  down  there  great  ? " 

Waggles—"  Out  of  sight.  But  say,  they  make 
me  thirsty." 

Weary—"  Ah,  what  are  you  giving  me  ?  " 

Waggles—"  That's  right.  The  foam  on  them 
reminds  me  of  beer." 


A  tramp  rang  a  doctor's  door-bell,  and  asked 
the  pretty  woman  who  opened  the  door  if  she 
would  be  so  kind  as  to  ask  the  doctor  if  he  had  a 
pair  of  old  trousers  he  would  kindly  give  away. 
"  I'm  the  doctor,"  said  the  smiling  young  woman, 
and  the  tramp  nearly  fainted. 

THE  DONOVANS. 


Barber — "  Well,  do  you  want  a  hair  cut  ? " 
Tramp—"  No,  I  guess,  I'll  have  'em  all  cut." 
Barber—"  Very  good.    That'll  be  fifty  cents." 
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Tramp—"  Why,  your  sign  reads  first-class  hair 
cut  for  25  cents." 

Barber—"  Yes,  I  know,  but  your  hair  is  not 
first-class." 


I  vas  trabeling  in  London  last  vinter  and  while 
dere,  I  vanted  to  go  home.  I  had  only  for  a 
nickel  left  in  the  pocket,  so  I  taught  I  vould  go 
in  a  saloon,  and  get  for  a  glass  beer,  and  on  my 
vay  over  to  de  saloon,  a  dog  followed  me.  Dis 
same  dog  followed  me  two  or  tree  times  de  same 
veek,  I  used  to  be  von  of  dose  ventiloquisms  dat 
trows  de  voice  vere  it  ain't  yet.  So  I  trowed  my 
voice  into  de  dog  to  make  him  talk  so  I  could  get 
some  money  to  get  home.  I  took  de  dog  under 
my  arm,  and  vent  into  de  saloon  and  I  valked  up 
to  de  Bar,  und  said,  Mr.  Bartender,  I  am  broke. 
I  vant  a  glass  of  beer,  I  got  no  nickel  in  de 
pocket.  But  my  dog  vould  like  to  have  someding 
to  eat.  But  I've  got  no  more  money,  but  de  dog 
vill  talk  and  ask  for  vat  he  vants.  De  Bartender 
says,  If  your  dog  vill  talk,  I'll  gif  him  someding 
to  eat  for  notting.  So  I  says,  Meester  Bartender, 
I'll  take  a  glass  of  beer.  I  threw  de  voice  into 
de  dog.  De  dog  says  I'll  take  a  sandwich.  All 
de  people  in  de  saloon  vas  glad  to  hear  de  dog 
talk.  So  Mr.  Bartender  says.  Vould  you  like  to 
sell  dat  dog  ?  No,  sir,  you  couldn't  buy  de  dog 
for  a  thousand  dollars.  Well  de  Bartender  say, 
I'll  give  a  treat  on  de  house,  I  vould  like  to  hear 
de  dog  talk.    De  Bartender  said,  Vat  vill  you 
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have  ?  I  said,  I'll  take  a  glass  beer.  He  said  to 
de  dog,  Vat  vill  you  have  ?  I  trew  de  voice  into  de 
dog  and  de  dog  said,  I  vill  take  de  same  ting,  but 
don't  put  so  .nuch  mustard  on  i\ .  D~t  pleases 
de  bartender,  he  goes  back  to  cash  register  und 
he  finds  two  hundred  and  seventy  dollars,  and 
said  he  vould  give  me  all  the  money  for  de  dog, 
Well  I  say.  My  friend,  I  vill  sell  you  de  dog  for 
$270  But  if  I  vasn't  hardup,  you  couldn't  buy 
dat  dog  for  a  thousand  dollars,  so  de  Bartender 
paid  me  de  money  for  de  dog,  so  de  dog  look  up 
and  said  to  me,  Are  you  going  to  sell  me  ?  and  I 
said,  Yes,  Fido,  I  need  de  money.  De  dog  said, 
for  dat  I'll  never  speak  another  vord  as  long  as  I 
live." 

JACK  LEWIS. 


Tramp  "  I  lost  my  dog  last  veek.  Vot  shall  I 
do?" 

"  Vy  don't  you  advertise  for  him  ? "  "  My 
dog  can't  read  advertisements." 


MONOLOGUE. 

"  Thanks.    I'm  glad  to  see  you're  sober. 

The  subject  of  my  discourse  this  evening  will 
be  transcendentalism,  or  should  married  men 
work.  Or,  perhaps  you  would  best  appreciate 
something  in  a  lighter  vein  so  I  will  descant  upon 
this  question  :  "  What  shall  we  do  with  our 
new  possessions— when  we  get  them  ?"    We  are 
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the  greatest  country  in  the  world  to-day.  We 
have  the  finest  navy— chewing  or  smoking.  Our 
steamships  carry  the  biggest  loads  and  so  do  our 
sailors — and  some  of  our  actors.  We  discovered 
electricity.  At  first  we  thoug:t  it  was  a  great 
thing  but  we  soon  made  li^ht  01  it.  We  have 
the  prettiest  women  in  the  world,  but  some  of 
them  are  not  so  pretty  as  they  are  painted.  We 
have  the  finest  men  in  the  world.  They  are  men 
you  don't  meet  every  day.  Some  of  them  o:ily 
come  out  at  night.  A  great  many  people  think 
that  Columbus  discovered  this  great  and  glorious 
country  for  the  Spaniards.  He  didn't  do  any 
such  thing.  He  discovered  it  for  the  Dutch  arid 
the  Irish.  The  Dutch  settled  the  country  and 
the  Irish  settled  the  Dutch.  But,  after  all,  the 
real  people  are  the  Hebrews.  No  wonder  they 
are  called,  '  the  children  of  the  get-dough.' 

And  now  we  are  on  the  eve  of  a  great  political 
election.  The  democrats  cry  :  '  Down  with  the 
imperialism  1  The  republicans  cry  :  1  Down 
with  free  silver,  free  lunch,  etc'  The  prohibi- 
tionists cry  :  1  Down  with  whiskey  ! '  I  am  a  pro- 
hibitionist, for  once  I  get  whiskey  down  I  don't 
want  it  to  come  up.  And  then  we  have  the  issue 
of  capital  and  labor  and  I  tell  you  the  man  with 
the  hoe  will  always  have  trouble  with  the  man 
with  the  dough.  And  before  we  have  better 
times  we'll  have  to  wait  till  Bryan  is  elected — and 
it's  going  to  be  an  awful  long  wait.  Now  it 
makes  no  difference  to  me  who  gets  it.  I  get 
mine.    The  other  day  William  Chinnings  Bryan 
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was  talking  to  a  farmer  about  the  gold  question, 
and  he  asked  him  if  he  had  ever  bought  a  gold- 
brick.  '  No,'  said  the  farmer,  •  but  I'm  saving 
up.' 

But  all  the  heroes  don't  go  to  war.  Look  at 
Dr.  Munyon,  who  says  :  4  The  man  who  takes 
my  medicine  will  not  take  any  other.'  Here  are 
some  of  the  testimonials  he  has  received.  '  Dear 
doctor  :  when  I  began  taking  your  medicine  I 
could  see  but  little,  now  I  can  see  my  finish.' 
Here  is  another  :  '  Dear  doctor  :  yon  t:  d  me  to 
take  one  pill  three  times  a  day.  I  took  it  once 
but  I  couldn't  get  it  up  again.'  Another  man 
writes  :  1  Dear  doctor  :  I  still  stick  to  your  por- 
ous plasters.' 

One  evening  while  touring  New  Jersey,  where 
the  average  citizen's  bump  of  intel  ieence  is  a 
dent,  I  entered  a  hotel.  The  accommodations 
were  so  poor  I  asked  the  landlord  if  there  were 
no  other  hotels  in  the  town.  '  Yes,'  replied  he, 
'  there  is  one  on  the  next  corner,  but  the  pro- 
prietor has  gone  West  for  his  liver.'  '  Why,' 
said  I,  'have  you  no  butcher  shops  here?'  I 
suppose  he  went  East  for  his  lights.  Well,  I  went 
into  the  dining  room  for  breakfast  and  the  waiter 
said  :  '  What'll  you  have,  steak  or  coffee  ? '  I 
asked  him  if  he  had  any  eggs  and  he  said  that  he 
had  some  nice  farmer's  eggs.  I  asked  him  if  he 
hadn't  any  hen's  eggs  and  he  brought  me  two- 
boiled.  I  opened  one  of  them.  He  asked  me 
if  he  should  open  the  other.  I  told  him  no,  to 
open  the  window.    He  asked  me  if  the  eggs  were 


NEW  TRAMP  JOKE  BOOK.  33 


not  cooked  long  enough,  and  I  told  him  I  thought 
so,  but  they  weren't  cooked  soon  enough.  Then 
I  called  for  a  lobster  and  he  brought  in  the  boss. 
I  complained  to  him  about  the  eggs  and  he  said  : 
'  Don't  talk  to  me.  I'm  not  the  hen.'  I  said  : 
1  Well,  you  own  the  place  don't  you  ? '  'Yes,' 
said  he,  '  I  own  the  place  but  I  don't  eat  here.' 
'  Well,  haven't  you  any  toothpicks  ? '  I  asked. 
1  No,'  he  replied,  'I  had  a  few,  but  the  boarders 
took  'em  away  and  never  brought  them  back.' " 

JAMES  THORNTON. 


Beggar — Please  give  a  poor  old  blind  man  a 
dime  ? 

Citizen— Why  you  can  see  out  of  one  eye. 
Beggar— Well,  then,  give  me  a  nickel. 


A  barber  shaving  a  thin-faced  tramp  put  his 
finger  into  his  mouth  to  push  out  the  hollow  of 
his  cheek.  The  razor  slipped  and  he  cut  through 
the  tramp's  face.  "  Damn  your  lantern  jaws," 
said  he.    "  I've  cut  my  finger." 


Weary — "That  detective  is  a  handsome  follow." 
Dusty — "  All  first  class  detectives  are  good 
lookers." 

Weary—"  He's  awfully  thin." 
Dusty—"  A  shadow." 


Dusty  Joe — "The  last  time  I  saw  you,  you  were 
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trying  a  charm  for  a  wart  on  your  right  knuckle. 
How  did  it  work-?  " 

Cheerful  Jim—"  Well,  it  left  there  and  went 
over  on  my  left  knuckle." 

Dusty  Joe—"  Oh,  I  see.  It  didn't  go  out  of 
business— It  merely  changed  hands." 


Fearful—"  I  wish  you  wanted  to  borrow  a  dollar 

from  me  dis  morning,  old  man." 
Cheerful— "  Why  ? " 

Fearful—"  So  I  could  remind  you  of  the  one 
you  borrowed  from  me  last  November." 


"I  was  walking  along  Fourteenth  street  the 
other  day  and  picked  up  a  nickel.  I  went  a  block 
further  and  found  a  saloon." 

Sandy—"  Can't  you  help  me  a  little  ?    I've  lost 

my  leg."  ■ 
Muddy—"  Well,  I  haven't  got  it.    Why  don  t 
you  advertise  for  it  ?  " 


A  tramp  was  up  before  Judge  Mott  the  other 
morning  for  picking  pockets  and  the  Judge  fined 
him  $20.  They  searched  him  and  found  only 
$16.  "  Turn  him  loose  in  the  crowd  'till  he  gets 
the  other  $4"  said  the  Judge. 


First  Tramp—"  Did  you  see  my  father  in  the 
automobile  the  other  day  ? " 
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Second  Tramp— "  No.  I  couldn't  see  through 
the  wires,  but  I  knew  he  was  in  there." 


I  went  out  and  stood  on  the  pavement  in  front 
of  the  hotel  and  by  and  by  a  hobo  with  a  big 
black  dog  came  along.  He  stopped  to  light  his 
pipe  near  where  I  was  standing  and  I  said  to  him. 
"What  kind  of  a  dog  do  you  call  that?"  He 
looked  at  me  indignantly  and  replied  looking  at 
the  dog.  "  He  aindt  no  dog.  I'm  ter  dog.  I 
got  to  vork  ter  feed  him." 


First  Tramp — "  I  once  possessed  a  splendid 
dog,  who  could  always  distinguish  between  a 
vagabond  and  a  respectable  person." 

Second  Tramp — "  Well,  what's  become  of 
him  ?  " 

First  Tramp — "  Oh,  I  was  obliged  to  give  him 
away.    He  bit  me." 


Lazy  Bill — How  did  George  happen  to  get  run 
over  ? 

Dusty — He  was  picking  up  a  horseshoe  for 
luck. 


There  is  a  well-known  saloon  in  Brooklyn 
which  has  three  entrances.  Wraggles  enters 
and  the  bartender  refuses  to  serve  him  because 
he  is  intoxicated.    After  an  argument  Wraggles 
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leaves  the  saloon  and  soon  discovers  the  second 
entrance.  He  goes  in  and  looks  at  the  bartender 
with  considerable  surprise  and  again  calls  for  a 
drink  and  is  again  refused.  He  leaves,  but  soon 
comes  back  through  the  third  entrance.  He 
walks  up  to  the  bar  unsteadily  and  looking  the 
bartender  in  the  face  says  disgustedly,  "Say!  do 
you  own  all  the  saloons  in  town  ? " 


Weary—"  He  wants  to  be  cremated  when  he 
dies." 

Dusty—"  Well,  there's  nothing  like  a  hot 
finish." 


Weary — "  Say,  do  you  know  that  I  walk  in  my 
sleep  ? " 

Dusty—"  I  wish  my  brother  could.  He'd  be 
on  the  force  yet." 


Frazzles — "  How's  your  brother  ? " 
Razzles — "  Why,  my  brother  is  away  for  three 
years." 

Frazzles— "  Yes,  I  was  there.  I  thought  he'd 
get  ten." 

Razzles — "  Well,  my  brother's  smart." 
Frazzles — "You  bet.     I  didn't  think  they'd 
catch  him." 

Razzles — "  Well,  you  never  mind  my  brother." 
Frazzles — "  I  don't  have  to.    There's  men  paid 
for  minding  him." 
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"  Too  bad.  Your  brother  is  only  twenty  and 
he  married  a  woman  forty." 

"  Yes,  but  he  is  now  on  his  way  to  Salt  Lake 
City.  He's  going  to  try  and  get  two  twenties  for 
the  forty." 


Frazzly  Jim — "  I  saw  the  greatest  curiosity  I 
ever  saw  in  my  life  the  other  da)'." 

Dusty  Rhoades— "What  was  it  ?  " 

Frazzly  Jim — "A  man  without  legs." 

Dusty  Rhoades — "  I  must  go  and  see  him." 

Frazzly  Jim — "  I  was  down  to  see  him  awhile 
ago,  but  he  was  out  taking  a  walk." 


First  Tramp— Did  you  know  a  man  could  get 
drunk  on  water  ? 

Second  Tramp — Impossible  ;  you  can't  get 
drunk  on  water. 

First  Tramp— I  don't  see  why  a  man  can't  get 
drunk  on  water  as  well  as  on  land. 


A  tramp  was  standing  in  front  of  the  Opera 
House  to-day,  and  a  man  drove  up  and  tied  his 
horse  to  him. 


Raggles—  Say,  Weary,  wouldn't  you  like  to  be 
President  some  day. 

Weary — I  would  radder  be  de  secretary  of  der 
treasury. 


38  NEW  TRAMP  JOKE  BOOK. 


I  was  arrested  the  other  day  for  larceny. 
When  I  came  before  the  judge  he  said  :  "  Young 
man,  you're  arrested  for  picking  the  pocket  of  an 
old  man."  I  said  :  "  Your  honor,  I  took  them  in 
rotation,  just  as  they  came  in  the  crowd." 


Western  Horse  Thief—"  Yes,  lady,  I  was  with 
your  son  in  Arizona,  when  he  died.  He  looked 
just  like  an  angel,  too,  when  he  was  a-dying." 

Mrs.  Burke— (weeping)  "He  did?  Ah,  he 
was  a  good  boy." 

Western  Horse  Thief—"  Indeed,  he  did— 
swinging  backwards  and  forwards  in  the  air,  ye 
know,  almost  as  if  he  had  wings." 


WHY  HE  DISLIKED  WATER. 

"  Give  me  booze,"  said  Frayed  Freddie,  with 
dignity.  "  I  ain't  no  respect  for  water  since  I 
seen  a  sign  on  the  suburbses  that  said  "  Water 
Works." 


"  What  are  your  visible  means  of  support  ?  " 

"  I  show  strangers  where  they  can  get  drinks 
and  then  go  in  partnership  with  them  at  the 
bar." 


"  Do  you  call  liquor  your  friend  when  it  makes 
you  shoot  at  your  mother-in-law  ? "  and  he  re- 
plied, "  Liquor  is  not  a  friend  of  mine.  It  made 
me  miss  her." 
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I  met  an  old  friend  of  mine  to-day  who  is  a 
total  wreck.  He  says  he  only  drinks  when  he's 
sick.  He  hasn't  been  well  in  two  years.  He's 
a  total  wreck.  He  grabbed  me  and  said.  "  tell 
me  who  I  am  ? "  Well,  his  face  was  covered 
with  whiskers.  He  was  a  total  wreck.  He  had 
whiskers  to  sell.  I  never  saw  so  many  whiskers 
outside  of  a  whiskey  store — whiskers  store,  I 
should  say.  I  knew  his  voice,  so  I  said,  "  move 
your  whiskers  and  tell  me  who  you  are."  Well, 
finally  the  wind  blew  out  his  whiskers  and  then 
I  could  see  him — standing  behind  his  whiskers. 
I  gave  him  fifty  cents — it  was  an  old  soup  debt 
anyway— and  I  said  :  "Go  to  some  barber  and 
give  him  some  of  your  whiskers." 

Why  that  man  had  $11.00  worth  of  whiskers. 


A  tramp  fell  in  a  barrel  of  whiskey  but  died  in 
good  spirits. 


The  way  my  brother  got  out  of  jail  was  this  : 
The  governor  visited  the  jail  one  day  and  my 
brother  accidentally  stepped  on  his  foot.  He 
said  :  "  Pardon  me,  governor,"  and  the  governor 
did. 


Weary  Willie— Did  you  ever  see  a  dorg  dat 
would  eat  dirt  ? 

Frayed  Foster— Has  some  dog  been  bitin' 
you  ? 
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First  Tramp — "  What's  a  corporation  ?" 
Second  Tramp—"  You  ain't  no  corporation." 
First  Tramp—"  Why  not  ?" 
Second  Tramp—"  If  you  owe  a  man  money 
you  got  to  pay  it,  ain't  it  ? " 
First  Tramp—"  Yes." 

Second  Tramp—"  Well,  you're  no  corporation." 


A  Boston  tramp  has  begging  reduced  to  a 
system.  He  has  his  regular  customers.  He 
knocked  at  the  door  of  a  house.  The  owner 
came  out.  As  soon  as  he  saw  the  tramp,  he 
said : 

"  Now,  look  here  ;  last  week  I  gave  you  a 
nickel  to  stay  away  for  ten  days  and  here  you  are 
back  again." 

The  tramp  put  his  hand  to  his  forehead  and 
was  lost  in  thought  for  several  minutes.  Then 
he  said  : 

"  You  are  right,  Colonel.  Your  assessment 
does  not  come  due  for  a  week  yet.  When  I  get 
back  to  my  counting-room,  I'll  pay  off  my  head 
book-keeper  and  discharge  him.  He  has  neg- 
lected to  give  you  the  proper  credit  on  the 
ledger." 


First  Tramp— What  size  collar  do  you  wear  ? 
Second  Tramp— Fifteen. 
First  Tramp— You're  not  the  dog  I'm  looking 
for. 
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Frayed  Frazzles— Do  you  believe  that  ignor- 
ance is  bliss  ? 

Second  Simon — Why  ? 

Frayed  Frazzles — You  seem  happy. 


"  The  other  day  I  got  me  arrested  and  I  vent 
to  jail  in  the  '  Black  Maria.'  Von  feller  in  de 
carriage  says  to  another  feller,  1  hello,  there  ! 
Cockeye  Mulligan,  how  long  you  get  this  time  ? ' 
Dis  time  I  Veil,  Cockeye  says,  1  two  years  an* 
six  months.'  1  For  why  ? '  says  the  feller.  1  For 
nothin,'  says  Cockeye,  '  de  judge  ees  a  stiff."  I 
say  to  Cockeye,  for  nothin',  you  get  two  years  an' 
six  months.  He  says,  1  yes,  I  stuck  a  knife  in  a 
dago's  heart.'  Another  feller  says,  1  hello,  there, 
Jimmy  !  gimme  a  cigar.'  He  says,  1  all  I  got  is  a 
butt.'  He  says, 1  sling  it  over  'till  I  take  a  vhiff.' 
The  feller  that  set  next  to  me  in  the  carriage  was 
cryin'.  I  says  to  him,  vat  are  you  cryin'  fer  ?  He 
says,  1  don't  bother  me  or  I'll  knock  your  block 
off.'  I  says,  how  much  did  you  get  ?  He  says, 
1 1  got  ten  years.'  I  says,  for  nothin'  too  ?  He 
says,  1  no,  I  tapped  a  guy  on  the  nut  with  a  sand- 
bag and  took  his  clock.'  He  says, '  did  you  ever 
get  a  tap  on  the  nut  ? '  I  says,  no.  He  says, 
1  Veil,  you  keep  on  chewin'  de  rag  to  me  an' 
you'll  get  it.' 

He  say  to  me,  how  long  you  got  ? '  I  says  ten 
days.  He  says  *  forget  it.'  He  says, '  vat  are  you 
kickin'  about  ?  that's  sleepin'  time.'  Ven  ve  get 
to  de  jail  de  keeper  says  to  me,  1  what  are  you 
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here  for— bigamy  ? '  He  knows  I'm  a  nice  lookin' 
feller.  He  takes  me  in  his  private  office  and  he 
takes  in  his  hand  a  pen,  and  he  has  a  book  to 
write  in  an'  he  says,  '  what's  your  name  ? '  I 
think  to  myself  I  vill  nefer  tell  him  my  name  in 
a  hundred  years.  He  says, 4  answer  quick,  what's 
your  name  ? '  I  say  Isaac  Fitzpatricks.  He 
says,  '  say,  you're  a  fresh  mug.  Don't  make  any 
funny  cracks  'round  here  or  I'll  sink  one  of  your 
lamps.'  Von  of  the  fellers  whispered  to  me,  '  he's 
all  right  ;  he's  a  good  feller,  but  you  want  to  tell 
him  he's  daffy.'  So,  I  says,  you're  daffy.  4  Oh,' 
he  says,  4  I  am,  am  I  ?'  Well,  in  ten  minutes 
after  I  voke  up. 


First  Tramp — I  belong  to  the  Army  of  the 
Lord. 

Second  Tramp— Yes  ;  but  you  are  a  long  way 
from  headquarters. 


A  tramp  was  sent  by  a  lady  to  saw  some  stove- 
wood  out  of  railroad  ties.  Going  out  of  doors 
shortly  after,  she  found  the  tramp  sitting  on  the 
saw-horse  with  head  down.  The  lady  asked  him 
why  he  didn't  keep  at  work.  The  tramp  replied  : 
"  My  dear  lady,  I  find  it  very  hard  to  sever  old 
ties." 


Lanky  Joe— That  was  a  funny  thing  you  did 
yesterday. 
Hatless  Hal — What  do  you  refer  to  ? 
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Lanky  Joe — When  we  were  passing  by  that  dry 
goods  store  you  saw  a  Turkish  towel  ha  lping  cut 
in  the  window  and  went  inside  and  asked  the 
man  how  much  he  wanted  a  pound  for  that 
tripe. 

Hatless  Hal — That  ain't  half  as  bad  as  you  did. 

Lanky  Joe — What  did  I  do  ? 

Hatless  Hal — You  saw  a  lot  of  cocoanuts  in  front 
of  a  store,  and  you  went  inside  and  asked  the 
man  how  much  he  wanted  for  those  potatoes 
with  hair  on  them. 


A  tramp  in  Texas  was  arrested  for  running 
away  with  three  sisters — triplets — and  was  placed 
on  trial. 

"  You  are  a  nice  fellow,"  said  the  judge,  as  a 
preliminary. 

"  I  know  it,  jedge  ;  leastwise  that's  what  the 
gals  said." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  running  away  with 
three  women,  and  ruining  the  peace  of  a  happy 
family?" 

"  I  meant  to  marry  'em,  jedge." 

"  Insatiate  monster,  would  not  one  suffice  ?  " 

"  Put  it  a  leetle  plainer,  jedge." 

"Wouldn't  one  have  been  enough  ?  " 

"  It  might  looked  that  er  way  to  you,  jedge 
and  did  to  me,  at  fust,  but  you  see  there  wai. 
three  of  'em,  kind  of  one  set  like." 

"  That  doesn't  count  in  law." 

"  Mebbe  it  don't,  jedge,  but  them  gals  and  me 
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talked  it  all  over,  and  they  was  mighty  attached 
to  each  other,  and  said  it  was  a  pity  for  me  to 
take  one  of  them  triplets  and  break  the  set,  so 
we  just  concluded  to  hang  together,  and  I'  1  be 
durned  of  we  wasn't  a  hangin'  right  out  fer  Utah, 
and  no  mistake." 

"  The  law  does  not  recognize  any  such  ex- 
cuses." 

'.'  All  right,  ole  man  ;  go  ahead.  There  was 
three  agin  one,  and  if  I  have  to  suffer,  I  kin  stand 
it  ;  but  I  want  to  say  right  here,  jedge,  if  any 
fool  cuss  breaks  that  set  while  I'm  sufferin',  I'll 
break  his  durned  skull  as  shore  as  I  am  a  dying 
sinner,  and  you  can  bet  a  rawhide  on  it." 

The  case  was  continued. 


You  can't  pick  up  anything  at  an  auction  unless 
it  has  first  been  knocked  down. 


Who  wrote  the  most,  Dickens,  Warren,  or 
Bulwer  ? 

Warren  wrote  "  Now  and  Then,"  Bulwer 
wrote  "  Night  and  Morning,"  but  Dickens  wrote 
"  All  the  Year  Round." 


ist  Tramp— Is  that  a  horse-pistol  ? 
2nd  Tramp— No,  it's  only  a  Colt's. 


No  matter  how  hard  the  times  arc,  watches 
need  never  suspend  business  ;  they  can  go  on 
tick  till  the  end  of  time. 
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Waggles — Why  is  a  dentist  like  a  tramp  ? 
Leary — A  dentist  always  lives  from  hand  to 
mouth. 


Dusty — I  can  spell  bum  with  two  letters. 

Rhodes— Let  me  hear  you. 

Dusty — B— m — bum. 

Rhodes — That  don't  spell  bum. 

Dusty — Oh,  yes,  I  forgot,  and  left  you  out. 


Two  tramps,  an  Irishman  and  a  German  was 
traveling  on  a  road  together  ;  they  didn't  have  a 
cent  and  were  half  starved.  After  being  refused 
a  good  many  times  they  at  last  succeeded  in 
getting  a  piece  of  meat,  and  as  they  were  quarrel- 
ing over  it  to  see  who  would  get  it,  the  man  who 
gave  it  to  them  proposed  they  should  each  take 
hold  of  opposite  ends  and  commence  to  eat  and 
see  who  could  eat  the  faster.  He  tied  their 
hands  behind  them,  gave  each  an  end  in  his 
mouth,  and  said  :  "  are  you  ready  ?  "  The  Irish- 
man said  "yis  "  between  his  teeth,  but  the  poor 
German  said  "  yah,"  opening  his  mouth,  and  the 
Irishman  got  the  meat. 


WHILE  TRAVELING   OUT   IN  SOUTH- 
WESTERN  OKLAHOMA. 

Seated  on  the  grass  in  front  of  a  sod  cabin  was 
a  man  cleaning  a  doubled-barreled  shotgun,  and 
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after  we  had  conversed  for  a  few  minutes  I  asked 
him  how  far  it  was  to  the  nearest  neighbor's. 

"  A  trifle  over  two  miles,"  he  replied. 

"  As  far  as  that  ?  You  must  find  it  rather 
lonesome  here." 

"  No,  I  can't  say  as  I  do." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  not  one  of  the  lonesome 
kind." 

"  No,  I'm  not.    But,  you  see,  I  mortgaged 
this  claim  for  $400." 
"Yes." 

"  And  I  couldn't  pay  and  they  foreclosed  on 
me." 
"  I  see." 

"  That  was  two  years  ago,  and  the  sheriff  has 
been  trying  to  get  possession  ever  since.  He 
comes  twice  a  week  and  we  have  a  shot  at  each 
other,  and  at  least  twice  a  week  some  durned 
fool  comes  along  and  wants  to  know  if  I  ain't 
lonesome,  and  when  you  add  the  claim  jumpers, 
the  rattlesnakes  and  the  skunks,  this  life  is  about 
the  excitingest  thing  I  know  of.  There  comes 
the  sheriff  now,  and  you  had  better  get  down 
behind  that  log  and  keep  clear  of  his  buckshot." 


THE  TALE  OF  A  MEADVILLE  DOG. 

BY  DAN  FEELEY. 

Scene— Eighty-first  annual  dinner,  Newsboy 
Association.  The  President  asks  John  Henry  to 
get  up  and  say  something. 
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John  Henry :  "  Mister  pres'dent  an  all  de  odder 
guys  what's  on  deck  to-night,  John  Henry's  up 
against  it  good  an'  proper  all  right  all  right. 
Darned  if  I  know  what  to  say.  Dis  kind  of  a 
lemon— say— it's  a  shame  so  help  me,  but  I'll  do 
de  best  I  kin. 

"  Many  years  ago,  dere  lived  in  dis  burg,  a  fel- 
low what  ownded  a  dog  dey  calls  Hike,  Dis 
dog  had  it  all  over  de  odder  pups,  cause  he  wuz 
a  wise  one.  On  de  dead  fellers,  if  he  saw  a  gro- 
cery boy  bringin'  in  any  canned  stuff  (and  youse 
guys  wot  live  in  the  Jungle  knows  wot  canned 
goods  are)  in  a  house  he'd  hide  under  a  sidewalk, 
an  any  rummy  wot  taut  he  could  get  him  out  in 
de  open,  made  de  mistake  of  his  life.  Dat  purp 
wouldn't  come  out,  till  he  wuz  dead  sure  de 
empty  cans  wuz  in  de  swill  bar'l,  experience  wuz 
dis  dog's  teacher. 

"  A  dog's  a  man's  best  friend,  dis  one  wuz  any- 
how, dat's  a  cinch.  He  wuz  fairly  alive  wid  good 
nature — and  fleas.  Old  Dave  Harum  didn't  have 
it  on  dis  purp  when  it  comes  to  phillyphilossify 
on  fleas  in  dogs. 

"  I  heard  my  old  gent  say,  de  feller  wot  owned 
Hike,  never  left  his  bed  fer  five  years  wid  de 
rheumaticasilum.  Every  night  when  de  bunch 
went  to  roost,  de  old  guy  would  whistle  fer  de 
purp,  and  make  him  anchor  'longside  de  bed. 
Anyway,  to  show  you  muggs  where  de  phill- 
philossify  comes  in,  de  old  man  had  one  goil,  a 
daughter,  soitanly  no  mast  is  to  de  good  widout 
a  sail.    So  her  nibs  cops  on  to  a  bo,  and  steers 
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him  into  de  parlor,  every  Sunday,  Monday,  Tues- 
day, Wednesday,  Thursday,  Friday  and  Saturday 
night  in  the  week.  Now  in  every  well-regalated 
house,  where  dey  is  a  goil  de  dame  is  generally 
Chief  Pleno-Penitentiary-Extraordinary  of  de 
parlor,  and  when  Jimmie  comes,  de  big  stiff  has 
to  keep  his  ears  out,  fer  de  strike  of  de  kitchen 
clock. 

"  De  old  man  holes  de  trump,  and  when  de 
time-piece  hits  her  up  ten  times,  dat's  Jimmie's 
cue  to  mosey,  or  a  bat  in  de  eye  fer  his.  Dat's 
how  it  stood  wid  de  old  blister  wot  owned  Hike. 
His  daughter  had  to  have  her  Jimmie,  an'  when 
de  clock  wuz  sixty  minutes  after  nine,  de  old  man 
upstairs  would  lean  over  de  side  of  de  roost,  grab 
a  shoe  round  de  toe,  and  bang  de  heel  on  de  bare 
floor,  till  it  sounded  like  a  York  State  Governor 
on  Election  Day.  Den  Jimmie'd  put  a  cupple 
of  pieces  of  sen-sen  in  his  mout',  kiss  his  Fond 
Hope,  an  twenty-three. 

"  Now  dis  night  wot  I  am  about  to  relate  to  you 
rummies,  Jimmie  wuz  on  de  job  wid  boat  feet. 
Nothin'  to  it.  'Bout  nine  o'clock  dey  heard  de 
old  man  whistling  fer  Hike  to  go  up-stairs  and 
trow  himself  'longside  de  bed.  Ten  o'clock 
comes  round,  and  Jimmie  wid  his  face  blanched 
and  knees  nockin'  together,  as  de  sound  of  de 
last  strok  of  de  clock  dies  away,  looks  appealingly 
up  at  de  ceilin'  where  de  old  familiar  knock  come 
from,  but  not  dis  time. 

"  Dey  boat  looked  at  one  another  in  amaze- 
ment.   Wuz  de  old  man  gettin'  good,  or  wuz  de 
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fool  asleep,  taut  the  lovers.  Not  in  a  thousand 
years ;  just  as  Jimmie  laid  his  lid  back  on  the  old 
malodeon,  there  comes  a— turn — turn — turn — turn 
turn,  dat  fairly  made  de  spangles  on  de  hanging 
lamp,  play  rag  time. 

"'Gee,'  said  de  goil,  'dad's  soitantly  makin'  up 
fer  lost  time,'  as  her  and  de  nibs  gets  out  from 
under  de  hanging  glim,  and  fell  all  over  a  go-cart 
and  a  bicycle,  standin'  in  de  hall,  in  their  anxiety 
to  steer  clear  of  a  shavin'  mug,  and  other  port- 
able articles,  dad  might  take  in  his  head  to  shy 
over  the  bannister. 

"After  a  paytetic  farewell,  Jimmie  ducks.  Den 
she  locks  de  door,  an'  goin'  to  de  foot  of  de  stairs, 
she  softly  murmurs  :  '  Papa,  papa.' 

"  No  answer.  '  Wot's  eatin'  de  old  fool  any- 
way,' she  tinks,  as  she  calls  papa  again,  and  gets 
no  reply. 

"  '  He's  a  batty,  dat's  what  he  is,'  and  kissin'  de 
door  knob  where  she  last  saw  Jimmie's  bread 
hook,  she  hikes  up  the  stairs,  trows  herself  in 
bed,  and  is  soon  lost  in  a  hazy  cloud  of  dream 
bugs,  tinkin'  of  Jimmie  and  life  in  a  two  room 
flat. 

"  Now  here's  where  de  phillyphilossify  of  de 
flea  comes  in.  When  de  kid  brings  up  de  old 
codger's  oatmeal  in  de  mornin',  she's  dead  sore, 
See  !    Dis  is  how  she  trows  it  into  him  : 

"  '  Say,  dad,  you're  a  peach,  you  are  !  last  night 
you  got  me  be  dead  sore  !  He  says  to  me  : 
"  Yer  old  man  is  full  of  ice-tongs — To  de  funny 
house  fer  his," — Dat's  right,  dad,   when  you 
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rapped  on  de  floor  last  night,  de  poor  kid  taut  it 
wuz  a  tunderstorm,  so  help  me  ! ' 

"  '  Wot's  eatin'  yer,  sis,'  answered  the  old  man 
wid  a  surprised  look.    '  I  didn't  rap.' 

"  '  Come  out  of  it,  dad  !  Come  out  of  it,"  says 
de  goil,  '  Don't  fill  me  wid  plugged  coin  like 
dat,  who  wuz  it,  if  it  wuzn't  you  ? '  asked  her 
nibs  sarcastically. 

" '  On  de  dead,  kid,  I  didn't  rap,"  whimpered 
de  old  man.  "  Last  night  I  wuz  in  de  land  of 
dreams,  and  I  em  cock-sure  I  never  banged  de 
floor  fer  Jimmie  to  mosey.' 

"'Tell  it  to  Maud,'  came  back  de  goil,  'an' 
she'd  kick  yer  hee-haw,  but  let  it  go  at  dat,  dad, 
let  it  go  at  dat,'  and  wheelin'  around  she  bolt  fer 
de  door,  her  head  stickin'  up  in  the  air  like  a 
Broadway  actor  at  his  first  square  meal. 

"  She  hadn't  got  enny  furder  den  de  door, 
when  a  great  big — Turn — Turn — Turn,  sounded 
in  de  old  man's  room  strikin'  de  bare  floor.  In 
less  time  den  it  takes  to  cut  Jack  Rockefeller's 
hair,  her  nibs  wuz  on  de  job.  What  do  youse 
guys  suppose  ?  Dere  wuz  old  Hike  trowin'  a 
bunch  of  hind  end  toe-nails  into  a  camp  of  great 
big  fleas.  Every  time  he'd  raise  his  leg  to 
scratch  the  litter,  de  bone  of  his  hind  limb  would 
strike  de  floor,  and  make  a  noise,  just  like  if 
some  guy  hit  it  wid  de  heel  of  his  shoe. 

"  It  only  took  de  old  man  a  jiffy  to  figure  out 
why  Jimmie  broke  away,  and  raisin'  boat  hands 
up  in  de  air,  he  let  out  a  ha  !  ha  !  dat  had  Sam 
and  I  see  you  Ad.  in  de  paper,  beat  eighty  ways. 
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Her  nibs  got  wise  on  de  spot,  an'  all  she  could 
say  wuz  :  '  What  de  ya  tink  of  dat  ? ' 

"  Now,  fer  de  real  phillphilossification  of  de 
avent.  De  old  man  laffed  so  long  and  loud,  dat 
dey  had  to  butt  in,  and  take  him  down  stairs  fer 
de  foist  time  in  five  years,  and  every  time  enny 
one  would  mention  'bout  Jimmie  skippin'  out 
when  he  heard  de  dog  scratchin'  his  fleas  and 
strikin'  de  bare  floor  wid  his  legs,  de  old  guy 
would  trow  a  conniption  fit,  and  de  foist  ting  dey 
knowed,  he  wuz  walkin'  round  widout  enny  help 
at  all. 

11  Wasn't  it  de  laffin'  dat  put  de  old  geezer  to 
de  good  ?  Fer  five  years  he  lay  all  crippled  up 
wid  rheumaticasilum,  and  fer  a  long  time,  he 
couldn't  even  stand. up  at  a  bar,  or  lick  his  wife. 

"  He  gets  a  dog,  and  de  dog  gets  fleas.  Den 
de  fleas  makes  de  purp  scratch,  and  de  sound  of 
de  Ki-Yi  tearing  away  at  his  portside,  makes 
Jimmie  tink  it's  time  to  skidoo,  and  when  de  old 
feller  gets  wise  to  de  mistake,  he  gives  de  goil 
de  horse  laff,  keeps  it  up,  and  gets  well. 

"  Talk  about  Spencer's  Salve  on  Man,  or  Dave 
Harum's  hot  air  'bout  horses,  all  you  rummies 
got  to  do,  is  keep  yer  eyes  peeled  for  John 
Henry's  Treatise  on  Fleas,  and  their  relation  to 
de  canine  contingent.  As  George  Cohan  says  in 
Little  Johnnie  Jones  :  "  Leave  dem  all  a  laffin' 
when  yo  say  good-bye." 

"  But  now,  Mr.  President,  dat  I  em  wound  up, 
and  nobody  to  blame  but  yourself,  I'll  tell  de 
kids  wot  became  of  Hike  and  de  old  man. 
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"  De  sun  is  shinin'  on  de  old  man's  side  of  de 
fence  now,  See  ?  He's  as  lively  as  a  kid,  so  he 
goes  out  an'  lands  a  job,  flaggin'  on  a  railroad 
crossin'.  De  poor  dog  gets  his  regular  from 
Jimmie,  so  de  old  man  brings  him  along  every 
night  to  de  shanty,  where  he  woiks  way  up  in  a 
lonely  turnpike,  wid  a  pesthouse  on  one  side, 
and  an  old-fashioned  graveyard  on  de  other. 
Hike  don't  mind  de  stiffs  in  de  cemetery,  it's  de 
live  ones  what's  dis  dog's  nightmare. 

"  Anyhow,  dis  particular  night,  de  moon  fights 
shy  on  comin'  out,  and  de  wind  moans  among 
de  trees  between  de  mountains,  where  dis  cross- 
in'  is  located.  Every  now  and  den,  de  rain 
comes  down  and  strikes  agin  de  window  pane  in 
de  old  man's  shanty.  Over  near  de  graveyard 
de  solitary  switch-light,  keeps  blinking  in  the 
dark,  till  de  old  guy  imagines  it's  some  corpse 
wot's  sittin'  on  de  top  of  a  grave,  kiddin'  him. 

"  On  de  level,  de  old  fellow  feels  creepy,  and 
to  make  it  worser,  de  dog  won't  lay  down,  but 
keeps  on  whinin'  and  pokin'  his  .nose  under  de 
door,  as  dough  he  knowed  dere  wuz  something 
wrong.  Lord  !  how  de  old  man  wished  a  train 
would  go  by.  He  wuz  so  noivess,  he  couldn't 
keep  still.  All  of  a  sudden  de  dog  starts  to  bark 
at  something  under  de  door.  Then  there  comes 
a  sound  as  dough  someone  wuz  walkin'  on  gravel. 
And  de  foist  thing  he  knowed,  de  door  bust 
opened,  and  two  big  rummies  wid  masks  on 
their  faces,  walked  in  wid  a  brace  of  shootin' 
irons  in  front  of  'em. 
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"  Hully  Gee  !  Talk  'bout  a  surprise  party, 
dat's  puttin'  it  slow  speed.  De  old  man  had  no 
kick  comin',  Hands  Up  !  fer  his,  and  de  Dog  ! 
De  biggest  guy  makes  a  lunge  at  the  purp,  so 
help  mc,  if  it  ever  caught  him,  'twould  be  all  off 
wid  mister  dog. 

"  But  Hike  wuz  foxy,  he  knowed  he  didn't 
have  a  ghost  of  a  show  wid  dat  bunch,  so  he  laid 
low  behind  a  coal  scuttle.  De  old  man  as  white 
as  a  sheet  didn't  dare  open  his  yap,  until  de  little 
guy  told  him  to  put  down  his  hands,  and  listen 
to  sum  timely  advice. 

"  4  Old  Man  ! '  says  de  little  feller  :  1  It's  up  to 
you  wedder  you  live  or  not.  Me  and  me  pal 
here,  proposes  to  wreck  dis  flyer  wot's  due  in 
twenty  minutes.  Dere's  fifty  tousand  dollars  in 
gold  in  de  express  car,'  continued  de  cold-blooded 
sucker,  '  and  we  soitenly  are  out  to  get  it.  Now  I 
we  intends  to  put  a  gag  in  yer  mout,  and  wind 
dem  bread-hooks  of  yours  so  dey  won't  do  enny 
mischief.  We  won't  hoit  you,  but  if  yer  don't 
keep  dat  fly-trap  of  yourn  closed,  and  dem  hands 
shut,  we'll  pump  you  so  full  of  holes,  de  old 
woman  '11  take  ya  fer  a  human  ash  sieve,  under- 
stand ? ' 

"  '  Yes,'  de  old  man  answered,  his  teet  clatter- 
ing as  he  taut  of  the  turble  crime  dem  muggs 
wuz  up  to.  '  And  mind,'  de  robber  continued 
as  he  started  to  tie  de  old  man's  hands  behind 
him  :  '  We  mean  business,  See  ? '  In  another 
second,  dey  had  de  poor  old  guy  bound  up,  and 
wuz  makin'  fer  de  switch  to  ditch  de  train. 
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"  Lordy  !  tink  how  de  old  man  must  feel  there 
in  de  dark,  expectin'  every  minute  to  hear  de 
monister  locomotive  plunge  in  de  gutter,  wid  its 
precious  load  of  human  beans.  And  all  fer  de 
sake  of  gold  !  (Applause.) 

"  Why  de  deuce  don't  dey  be  like  other  rob- 
bers, respectable,  join  de  bord  of  directors  of 
enny  insurance  company,  and  get  de  coin  with- 
out de  blood  attachment.  No  !  not  fer  dese 
guys,  dat  kind  of  robbin's  too  easy. 

"  Anyhow  we  left  de  old  man  lying  on  de  floor 
waitin'  fer  de  critical  moment.  De  situation  is 
soitenly  to  de  bad.  When  all  of  a  sudden  de 
boss  feels  something  lickin'  his  hands  and  face, 
and  he's  almost  tickled  to  death,  when  he  dis- 
covers Hike,  and  he's  safe  at  dat. 

"  What's  to  be  done  ? '  he  says  to  de  purp, 
who  interrupts  de  silliloquois,  by  his  usual  attack 
on  the  flea  family. 

"  '  Ah  ! '  de  old  fellow  moans,  '  If  de  dog  wuz 
only  a  man.  My  God  !  Dere's  de  train  now,' 
as  de  sound  of  a  whistle  reaches  his  ears,  tellin' 
of  de  approach  of  de  flyer  on  to  certain  dissaster. 
"  Hike  !  Hike  !  "  he  calls  to  de  dog,  but  too  late, 
de  purp  skibooed. 

"  Nearer  and  nearer  de  express  train  comes, 
and  as  de  sound  increases  in  volum,  de  old 
man  shuts  his  eyes,  and  prays  dat  de  Lord  put 
his  light  out,  so  to  spare  him  de  awful  agony  of 
de  wreck. 

"Toot — Toot — sounds  de  old  familiar  whistle 
fer  Meadville  only  two  miles  away.  Onward 
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rushes  de  human  carry-all.    Two  more  minutes 

and  Suddenly  de  sound  of  de  train,  a  few 

minutes  before  like  de  roar  of  Niagara,  wuz  dyin' 
away. 

"  Had  de  engineer  suspected,  and  stopped  to 
investigate  ?  Caut  de  old  gent  ?  1  My  God,  I 
hope  so,'  he  says  to  his-self,  as  he  strained  his 
old  ears,  to  catch  de  slightest  noise.  All  of  a 
sudden  peggy,  de  sound  of  excited  voices  reaches 
him,  and  in  two  jerks  of  a  lamb's  tail,  de  two  rob- 
bers wuz  inside,  cursin'  the  poor  old  man  on  de 
floor. 

"'  I  told  yer  he  didn't  escape/  de  little  feller 
says  to  de  big  guy,  when  dey  caut  sight  of  de 
old  man  in  the  dim  light  of  de  lantern. 

"  '  Well  who  in  hell  pikes  up  de  track  wid  de 
red  light  ?'  excitedly  spoke  de  big  mugg,  droppin' 
his  mask,  and  exposin'  de  features  of  Bill  Thomp- 
son, a  desperate  train-robber,  de  terror  of  de 
hills  of  Pennsylvania. 

"  1  Yer  didn't  trick  us,  did  yer  ? '  snapped  de 
terror,  holdin'  de  business  end  of  a  seven-shooter 
in  close  proximity  of  de  old  man's  smeller.  '  If 
ya  did,  ye  old  scoundrel,  we'll  come  back  and 
make  mince  meat  out  of  ya.    Come,  oilt  wid  de 

trute,  I  -sh — sh — we're  fooled,  pard,  de  jig  is 

up,  de  train  is  creepin'  round  de  bend,  someone 
put  dem  wise,'  added  de  robber  wid  a  puzzled 
look,  1  and  de  best  ting  we  can  do  is  to  skiboo, 
they'll  find  de  switch  open,  and  likely  dey  will, 
make  fer  dis  shanty,  and  before  youse  rummies 
could  say  Jack  Robinson,  dey  took  one  kick  at 
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de  old  guy  on  the  floor,  and  made  their  sneak 
out  of  a  little  window,  in  de  back  of  de  shanty. 

"  In  another  instant,  de  con  and  de  engineer 
wuz  inside  the  shanty.  After  dey  unloosened 
de  ropes  on  de  old  man,  dey  boat  looked  puz- 
zled at  one  another.  '  If  de  old  man  wuz  all  tied 
up '  de  engineer  said  :  "  what  de  deuce  ran  up 
de  traek  wid  the  red  lantern,  and  flagged  de 
train  ? 

"  Dat's  wot  puzzled  de  mugg  at  the  trottle. 

"  By  dat  time  de  passengers  crowded  in,  and 
when  dey  realizes  wot  dey  escapes,  dey  gets  up 
a  purse  fer  de  mugg  wot  flagged  de  train,  but 
Nix,  dat  individual  didn't  show  up. 

"  Durin'  all  dis,  de  old  man  sat  on  de  coalbox, 
dumfounded.  He  taut  of  the  purp  Hike,  mebbe 
he  went  home  and  come  back  wid  help,  but  he 
wouldn't  have  de  time.  '  It's  soitenly  a  mystery,' 
echo  de  passengers  wid  suspicious  glances  toward 
de  graveyard,  whose  headstones  glistened  like 
big  teet  in  de  light  of  de  moon,  which  had  sneaked 
out  from  behind  the  clouds,  to  rubber. 

"  Suddenly  de  old  man  gets  up,  goes  round 
back  of  the  shanty,  and  de  mystery  is  solved. 

"  Dere  sits  his  nibs,  de  dog  wid  de  handle  of 
a  red  hot  lamp  in  his  teet,  complacently  sizing 
up  de  crowd,  and  waggin'  his  tail  at  the  shouts 
of  approval. 

"  Now  you  guys  at  dis  dinner  may  not  believe 
it,  but  it  wuz  dat  dog  wot  saved  de  train.  He 
knowed  wot  dem  train  robbers  wuz  up  to,  and 
when  de  old  man  wuz  all  in,  de  purp  sneaks  back 
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of  the  shanty — grabs  de  handle  of  a  red  lantern 
de  old  man  keeps  in  a  nail-keg  in  case  of  danger, 
runs  up  the  line,  and  meets  de  train  a  mile  away. 
De  engineer  sees  the  signal — tinks  he's  being 
flagged,  and  slows  up,  following  the  red  lamp  to 
de  shanty,  where  he  and  the  whole  train  get  wise 
to  de  plot. 

"  Say  :  de  Mayor  of  Meadville  ain't  got  it  on 
dat  purp  fer  foist  place  in  de  hearts  of  de  people. 
Jimmie  and  his  goil,  wot  trowed  de  dog  down  on 
account  of  de  fleas,  wait  on  him  now.  Say  :  ask 
enny  mugg  in  Meadville  'bout  Hike,  de  shanty, 
de  train-robbers  :  Dat's  right — no  kiddin— I  em 
trool  Tanks." 


THE  STORY  OF  MARY. 

BY  CHARLES  R.  BARNES. 
I 

Mary  had  a  little  lamb  ; 

One  day  it  got  the  croup  ; 
She  sold  it  to  a  packing  house — 

It's  now  canned  ox-tail  soup. 


"  Say,  Mary,  do  you  tink  Rockfellow's  money 
tainted  ?" 

"  It's  tainted  two  ways." 
"  How  is  dat?" 

"  Tain't  yours,  and  tain't  mine." 
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BOB  VAN  OSTEN. 

I  courted  a  girl  with  a  wooden  leg,  with  her  I 

used  to  linger, 
The  way  I  found  out  she  had  a  wooden  leg,  I  got 

a  splinter  in  my  finger. 


In  a  prison  scene,  a  tramp  is  supposed  to  be 
shot  while  filing  the  bars  of  his  cell  in  an  effort 
to  escape.  The  pistol  failed  to  explode  and  the 
prisoner  finally  dropped  as  though  dead.  The 
guard,  whose  pistol  refused  to  work,  gazed  at 
him  in  astonishment  for  a  second,  then  with 
great  presence  of  mind,  he  raised  both  hands  and 
exclaimed  in  atone  of  horror  ;  "My  God !  He's 
swallowed  the  file  !  " 


A  Tramp  was  arrested  for  taking  a  handful  of 
peanuts  off  a  stand.  The  charge  was  imperson- 
ating an  officer. 


Dusty — "This  climate  disagrees  with  my 
mother-in-law." 

Rhoades — "  Does  it  ?  Well  it's  the  most  cour- 
ageous thing  I  ever  saw." 


Tramp  looking  into  a  cradle  filled  with  rye 
straw — "  This  is  regular  rock  and  rye." 


NEW  TRAMP  JOKE  BOOK. 


Why  is  it  so  lovely  in  both  heaven  and  hell. 
Why,  there  isn't  a  blessed  soul  in  hell  or  a 
damned  soul  in  heaven. 


If  the  devil  lost  his  tail,  where  would  he  go  to 
get  another  one  ? 
To  a  liquor  store  where  they  retail  spirits. 


A  tramp,  depressed  by  hunger,  but  bristling 
with  ambition  to  work,  went  into  a  printing-office 
one  morning  and  asked  for  a  situation.  There 
was  nothing  for  him  to  do,  the  foreman  told  him, 
but  he  begged  all  the  harder  ;  he  was  penniless, 
hungry,  but  he  would  not  take  charity — he  wanted 
work.  His  importunities  grew  so  strong  that  a 
compositor  was  induced  to  vacate  his  case  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  wretched  stranger,  and 
the  stick  and  rule  were  given  him.  It  seemed 
as  if  he  could  not  be  thankful  enough  for  the  favor. 
He  looked  at  the  copy,  at  the  case,  and  then 
around  the  room  with  an  expression  like  unto  that 
of  a  pleased  child.  Then  he  mentioned  that  he 
could  not  go  to  work  until  he  had  breakfast.  It 
lacked  but  an  hour  of  noon,  so  the  foreman  said 
that  as  the  type  was  needed,  he  had  better  wait 
until  that  time. 

But  the  tramp  was  so  faint  that  he  could  not 
possibly  lift  a  type  ;  so  a  man  was  dispatched 
with  him  to  a  restaurant,  and  he  breakfasted. 
He  came  back  with  a  face  radiant  with  gratitude. 
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He  took  up  the  stick,  again  smiled  agreeably  at 
the  copy,  and  said  to  the  foreman  : 

"  I  guess  I'd  better  look  up  a  boarding-house, 
eh?" 

The  foreman  kindly  volunteered  to  perform 
that  office  for  him.  Again  he  toyed  with  the 
stick,  and  again  he  smiled  at  the  copy.  Then  he 
said  : 

"  As  this  is  Saturday,  and  too  late  in  the  week 
to  do  much,  I  guess  I'll  wait  till  Monday  to  go  to 
work,  so's  to  commence  fresh  and  square." 

There  was  a  sudden  commotion,  a  hasty  move- 
ment of  legs,  shooting-stick,  planer,  and  a  few 
other  articles  of  less  importance,  but  the  stranger 
reached  the  door  first. 


A  TRAMP'S  RAILROAD  TRAIN  STORY. 

The  other  day  I  got  on  a  train  ;  yes,  the  con- 
ductor wasn't  looking,  so  I  got  on  the  back,  and 
just  then  the  train  gave  a  jerk  and  the  door  flew 
open  and  I  went  up  the  aisle,  I  went,  never  stop- 
ping until  I  hit  the  conductor,  and  he  says, 
"  Where  are  you  going  ? "  I  says,  "  I  am  going 
through,"  and  all  this  time  I  never  stopped  going 
until  I  reached  the  next  car.  And  just  then  came 
my  downfall,  I  fell  on  the  floor  and  one  guy  says, 
"  Can't  you  see  that  floor  is  waxed  ?  "  "  Yes," 
says  I,  "  I  just  dropped  to  it.."  Well,  a  very  pretty 
young  lady  came  forward  and  says,  "  Are  you 
hurt  ?"  and  I  says,  "  Only  a  little  scattered,  wait 
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until  I  collect  my  thoughts."  She  says,  "  You 
look  as  if  you  were  pretty  well  shook  up,"  so  I 
asked  her  if  I  looked  like  a  dice  box,  so  with  that 
she  asked  me  to  sit  down,  and  I  noticed  she  had 
a  pair  of  skates  with  her,  so  I  said,  "  Have  you 
been  skating  all  day  ?"  and  she  says,  "  No,  I've 
been  sitting  all  day."  Well,  I  got  bolder  and  I 
asked  her  name,  and  she  said,  "  Helen  French," 
so  I  said,  "  What  was  it  in  German,"  but  she  re- 
fused to  answer,  so  I  gave  her  my  card  and  she 
said,  "  What  is  your  name  ?  "  and  I  said,  "  Why 
there  it  is  on  the  card,"  but  she  said,  "  Oh,  yes, 
I  know  I  can  spell,  but  I  can't  read  it."  Well, 
right  in  front  of  us  was  a  fellow  using,  oh,  terrible 
language,  so  she  said,  "I  do  not  like  to  hear 
men  express  themselves  like  that."  So  then  I 
says,  "  yes,  he  ought  to  have  went  by  freight." 
So  then  I  asked  her  if  she  knew  where  Jerusalem 
was,  and  she  said,  "yes,"  I  said,  "where?"  and 
she  said,  "  Why  New  York,  of  course,  ain't  that 
the  Holy  City?"  But  say,  she  was  surprised 
when  I  told  her  that  we  had  theatres  in  New 
York  ;  she  said,  "  I  thought  you  only  had  Re- 
formers there ;  "  but  I  told  her  they  were  on 

their  way  to  Heaven,  or  H  ,  and  they  expected 

to  reach  there  some  time  next  November.  But 
just  then  the  conductor  called  out  Slamdam,  and 
off  she  went,  after  leaving  me  her  name  and 
address,  with  a  very  pressing  invitation  to  call. 
And  then,  yes,  and  then  I  found  her  out ;  I 
walked  thirty-two  miles  in  three  days  to  her 
house — and  the  servant  told  me  she  wasn't  in  ; 
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now  wouldn't  that  blow  your  hat  into  a  creek  ;  to 
find  a  girl  out  like  that.  Well  I  waited  around  a 
day  or  two,  until  she  returned,  and  she  was  mad 
as  the  devil  to  see  me,  but  after  a  while  she  let 
me  know  her  brother  Harry,  and  her  old  man. 
You  know  me  and  the  old  gent  pull  great  to- 
gether ;  one  night  we  had  a  poker  game,  that  is, 
Harry  and  the  old  geezer  was  playing  and  they 
asked  me  to  take  a  hand,  so  I  said,  "  How  much 
are  the  chips  ? "  Harry  says  :  "  A  million  dol- 
lars apiece,"  so  I  says,  "  Give  me  one  hundred 
and  two."  Well,  pretty  soon  I  went  broke,  so  my 
girl  Hell,  I  mean  Helen,  came  in  and  I  told  her 
I  was  broke,  so  she  gave  me  three  billion,  five 
hundred  million,  six  hundred  and  seventy-two 
thousand  and  sixty -three  cents,  and  said,  "Go 
ahead  and  play."  Well,  we  played  that  way 
until  about  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  until 
Helen  came  in  and  says  :  "  You  must  be  tired, 
come  and  take  a  drive."  So  she  took  me  out  in 
her  golden  runabout,  and  her  team  of  six  horses, 
until  we  came  to  a  hole  in  the  wall,  I  mean 
cavern.  Well,  you  ought  to  have  seen — there 
was  diamonds  there  as  big  as  big  coals,  so  I 
filled  my  pockets  with  them,  and  on  the  way  back 
they  got  so  heavy,  I  gave  them  to  the  newsboys. 
Well,  when  we  got  to  her  house  I  said,  "Well, 
I  must  be  starting  for  home,"  and  she  took  her 
pocket-book  out  of  her  sleeve,  and  then  she  gave 
me  two  million,  three  hundred  and  thirty-two 
thousand  and  seventy-one  dollars,  and  said : 
"  Here,  buy  a  cup  of  coffee  on  the  way  home." 
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Policeman— (to  tramp  asleep  on  a  bench  in  the 
park.)   "  Come  wake  up  there  !  " 

Tramp — "  Isn't  this  forest  park  ?" 

Policeman — "  Yes,  this  is  forest  park." 

Tramp — (with  a  sudden  assumption  of  dignity.) 
"  Well,  I'm  Mr.  Forest." 


Dusty  Roads— What  are  you  crying  about  ? 

Weary  Hank — A  horse  ran  away  with  my 
brother,  threw  him  out  of  the  wagon,  and  he  has 
been  laid  up  for  six  months. 

Dusty  Roads — Why,  that's  nothing.  My 
brother  had  a  terrible  accident,  too,  only  his  was 
different  ;  he  ran  away  with  the  horse.  He's 
laid  up  now  for  six  years. 


Weary  Wraggles— Hey  !  you  won't  git  nothin' 
decent  in  dere.    Dem  people  is  vegetarians. 

Hungry  Hank — Is  dat  right  ? 

Weary  Wraggles— Yeh,  an'  dey  got  a  dag  w'at 
ain't. 


Leary — How  did  that  sausage  that  you  ate 
agree  with  you  ? 

Weary  Wraggles— It  hurt  my  liver  wurst. 

Leary— What  did  the  Judge  say  when  you 
sassed  him  ? 
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Weary— He  said  I  was  a  trifle  too  free,  and  gave 
me  sixty  days. 


A  TRAMP  MONOLOGUE. 

I  stopped  at  a  house  that  had  a  sign  in  front, 
"  Wanted  a  hand  inside."  I  rapped  on  the  door, 
and  a  lady  answered  the  call,  and  said,  "  O,  I 
guess  you  are  the  man  we  are  looking  for.  I  said, 
"  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  hope  so.  What  is  it  ? " 
She  said,  "We  want  a  hand  in  here."  I  said, 
"  That's  funny.  Hands  must  be  getting  scarce. 
You  want  a  hand  in  there  and  I  want  a  handout 
here."  She  said  to  me,  "  I  will  give  you  a  hand- 
out here  if  you  will  give  me  a  hand  in  there.  We 
are  cleaning  house  and  will  you  help  us  just  a 
little?"  I  said,  "  Certainly,  madam,  I  will  help 
you  just  as  little  as  I  possibly  can."  So  she  dealt 
my  handout.  It  consisted  of  three  cookies  and 
a  pair  of  sandwiches.  I  said  to  her,  "  You  didn't 
have  these  fixed  did  you  ? "  She  said,  "  no,  in- 
deed. Why?"  I  said,  "  O,  nothing.  I  believe 
it  is  the  best  hand  out."  She  said,  "  You  had 
better  come  in."  I  said, "  Well,  no,  I  don't  know 
what  I  am  up  against.  I  never  watched  the  mix- 
ing. I  am  a  little  afraid  to  come  in.  I  guess  I 
will  stay  out  this  time."  She  said,  "  There  will 
be  a  limit  to  this."  I  said,  "  I  don't  care  what 
the  limit  is.  It's  your  ante."  She  said,  "  In- 
deed, it  is  not  my  auntie.  You  are  afraid  to  tell 
her  that."    I  said,  "  Well,  madam,  it  seems  wc 
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can't  understand  each  other  so  I  will  just  check 
it  up  to  you  and  pass."   And  so  I  did. 

I  passed  on  to  the  next  house.  I  didn't  even 
hesitate,  and  every  time  I  come  to  a  place  where 
they  are  cleaning  house  I  pass  just  once. 

I  stopped  at  one  house  and  said,  "  Mister,  will 
you  please  give  me  25  cents  for  a  bed  ? "  He 
said,  "  Why,  I  don't  know,  mebby  so.  Bring  the 
bed  in  and  let  me  see  it." 

I  caught  a  freight  train  as  usual,  but  they 
stopped  inside  the  city  limits  and  put  me  off. 
It  so  happened  that  a  policeman  got  on,  that  is, 
he  got  on  to  me,  and  nailed  me  too.  A  friend  of 
mine  happened  along  and  introduced  the  cop  to 
me.  He  said,  "  I  am  more  than  pleased  to  meet 
you,  but  I  have  met  you  before.  Don't  you  re- 
member me  ?  "  I  said,  "  No,  you  have  got  the 
best  of  me."  He  said,  "Well,  if  I  have  the  best 
of  you  what  must  the  rest  of  you  be  ? "  He  said, 
"I  know  you.    You  are  spotted." 

I  received  an  invitation  to  lessen  my  appear- 
ance there  to  some  extent  and  as  my  dog  needed 
exercise  I  thought  I  would  just  turn  him  loose. 

I  caught  a  car  that  was  crowded.  Outside  of 
myself  there  were  one  hundred  other  hogs  in  the 
car.  They  were  so  thick  I  couldn't  find  enough 
floor  space  to  stand  on,  so  I  just  sit  on  one  of 
the  hogs. 

We  had  not  gone  far  until  the  brakeman  stuck 
his  head  in  and  says,  "  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  I 
told  him  I  was  going  to  Canada.  He  said,  "  Have 
you  got  any  money  ?"   I  said,  "  Can't  you  see  I 
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am  on  the  hog  ? "  He  said  "  That's  cool."  I  said, 
"  this  one  is  warm."  I  said  to  him,  "  I  don't 
want  to  put  you  out  any  by  riding  in  here."  He 
said,  "  No,  I  guess  you  don't,  but  I  will  put  you 
out,"  and  he  did. 

I  never  felt  so  put  out  in  my  life,  but  I  caught 
another  car  thinking  I  would  lie  down  and  take 
a  sleep.  The  same  brakeman  came  along  and 
said,  "What  are  you  sleeping  on  that  coal  for, 
you  must  have  a  hard  bed."  I  said,  "  No,  this 
coal  is  soft."  He  told  me  I  didn't  look  like  a 
common  tramp  ;  he  said  I  had  a  noble  face,  and 
looked  alright  only  my  nose  was  bleeding. 

At  one  time  when  he  kicked  me  off  I  lit  on  my 
nose  to  keep  from  hurting  my  hands.  I  remem- 
bered, I  didn't  remember  that  I  didn't  remember 
anything  else  at  the  time,  so  I  said  to  him,  "  Yes, 
my  nose  is  a  wonder."  He  said,  "  Well  it  might 
be  a  wonder  yet,  only  the  wonder  has  been  re- 
versed." I  said,  "  Then  I  suppose  it  is  RED 
NOW."  (If  you  get  this  one  send  me  a  chromo). 

I  said  to  him,  "  I  have  a  pass  over  your  road." 
I  gave  it  to  him.  It  said,  "  Please  pass  this  man 
over  your  road  as  quickly  as  possible."  He  asked 
me  which  side  I  got  on ,  I  told  him  I  got  on  the 
North  side.  He  said  he  would  have  to  obey  or- 
ders and  for  me  to  get  off  on  the  South  side 
quick  ;  he  said  if  I  didn't  he  would  hand  me 
something.  I  said  if  it  is  the  same  thing  you 
have  been  handing  me  I  wish  you  would  take  it 
out  of  your  shoe."  He  said,  "  Now  get !  "  I  said, 
"  I  won't  budge  afoot."    He  said,  "  Well,  I  will," 
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and  he  did.  Then  he  said,  "  How  did  that  strike 
your  fancy  ? "  I  told  him  from  the  way  I  was 
standing  I  couldn't  see  just  how  it  struck,  but  I 
was  satisfied  he  never  touched  my  fancy.  I  told 
him  that  he  had  fyirt  my  feelings  to  some  extent. 
He  said,  "  I  want  you  to  remember  me  after  this." 
I  said,  "  Yes,  you  bet  I  will.  You  have  made  an 
impression  on  my  memory  that  all  time  cannot 
erase."  I  told  him  I  would  get  off  the  car  if  he 
would  cover  my  retreat.  He  said,  "  Here  take 
my  coat,  it  is  longer  than  yours.  You  can  cover 
your  own  retreat." 

I  got  off  and  caught  a  through  passenger  train  : 
I  got  on  the  front  end.  The  brakeman  found  me 
and  said,  "  Why  don't  you  get  in  the  coach  back 
of  this.  "  Don't  you  know  this  is  the  mail  car." 
I  said,  "  Yes,  I  am  no  woman,  and  another  rea- 
son I  got  on  the  front  end  was  that  I  was  in  a 
hurry  to  get  to  where  I  was  going  ;  "  so  I  said  to 
the  brakeman,  "  You  go  and  get  on  the  back  end 
of  the  train  so  I  can  beat  you  to  the  next  town." 
I  got  kicked  off  again.  I  said,  "  This  makes  four 
times  I  have  been  kicked  off."  He  said,  "  Where 
are  you  going?"  I  told  him  I  was  going  to 
Canada  if  my  pants  would  stand  it  and  he  spit 
right  square  in  my  eye. 

I  said,  "  Mr.,  you  will  have  to  take  that  back." 
He  said  he  didn't  need  it  ;  he  had  plenty  of  it. 
I  said,  "  Well,  then,  you  will  beg  my  pardon." 
He  said,  "Well,  it  was  a  mistake.  I  intended  to 
spit  in  yrur  mouth."  He  said,  "  Get  off  now.  I 
am  going  to  kick,  and  I  am  going  to  kick  right  at 
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you."  I  said,  "  I  will  get  off  quick  and  you  will 
miss  me  when  I  am  gone." 

I  got  off,  but  he  didn't  miss  me. 

It  was  terribly  dark,  I  could  hardly  see  six 
inches  ahead  of  me,  but  I  could  feel  a  foot  be- 
hind me.  I  only  had  a  short  ways  to  go  and  I 
decided  I  would  walk  it. 

I  went  by  rail  right  away.  I  only  had  to  get 
off  once  and  a  while  to  let  a  train  pass.  I  walked 
about  twenty  miles  in  search  of  a  house  with  no 
dog  in  the  yard.  I  always  thought  a  dog  spoiled 
the  looks  of  a  yard,  they  always  did  for  me,  so  I 
kept  looking  for  one  without  a  dog. 

I  came  to  a  house  by  the  way  and  said  to  the 
lady,  "  Madam,  if  you  will  please  be  so  kind  as 
to  give  me  something  to  eat.  I  will  remember 
you  always." 

She  handed  me  a  pie. 

I  said,  "  Now,  accept  my  thanks.  I  will  re- 
member you  every  day  of  my  life."  She  said, 
"  That  is  what  I  was  afraid  of."  She  said, 
"  You're  welcome  to  the  pie,  but  please  don't  re- 
member me  every  day  for  I  can't  afford  it."  I 
said,  "Well,  then,  I  am  ever  so  much  obliged  for 
this."  She  said,  "  Don't  mention  it."  I  said, 
"  All  right,  I  won't  tell  a  soul."  She  said,  "  What 
do  you  like  to  eat,"  and  I  told  her  I  was  not 
particular  ;  that  I  like  a  little  of  everything.  She 
said,  "  Well,  that  is  mince  pie.  You  have  got  it 
all." 

I  ate  it  and  she  asked  me  how  it  was.  I  told 
her  it  was  just  out  of  sight. 
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Mince  pie  is  a  dream,  but  often  turns  to  a 
night-mare  in  the  night.  It  did  with  me  that 
night. 

I  was  in  some  little  town  that  night  and  in  my 
sleep  I  made  so  much  noise  that  the  city  marshal 
came  to  my  room.  I  disremember  the  number 
of  my  room.  It  was  something  like  4523.  He 
found  me  anyway.  It  had  a  door  on  either  side 
and  a  small  window  at  each  end.  He  awoke  me 
and  told  me  to  come  along  ;  that  he  had  a  place 
for  me.  I  said,  "  This  is  as  good  as  I  am  used 
to."  He  said,  "  No,  it  is  not  safe  to  leave  you 
alone.  You're  disturbing  the  night  operator." 
He  insisted  on  my  going  with  him. 

Used  his  best  persuasion.  It  was  a  long  rose- 
wood persuasion,  and  he  knew  just  how  to  use 
it. 

It  made  me  hot  and  I  told  him  so. 
He  said,  "  Well,  I  will  just  put  you  in  the 
cooler." 

I  went  along  quiet  enough.  We  went  inside 
a  little  two  by  twice  room,  and  I  said,  "  What  is 
this  ?  "  He  said,  "  Why  this  is  the  cooler."  I 
said,  "Oh,  get  out.  It  is  hotter  in  here  than  it  is 
on  the  outside."  This  is  a  regular  cell  and  they 
should  be  barred.  He  said,  "  How  do  you  like 
the  place  ?  "  I  said,  "  I  don't  like  the  place.  I 
have  never  been  taken  in  so  before."  He  said, 
"  I  will  feed  you  three  squares  to-day.  How  do 
you  like  that  ? "  I  said,  "  I  feel  like  I  am  right 
in  it." 

Things  began  to  look  some  better.   I  don't  ex- 
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actly  like  the  cut  of  this  wall  paper.  I  never 
fancied  checks,  but  the  windows  are  great. 
Everything  in  here  don't  smell  just  right.  I  bet 
there  has  been  twenty  men  died  in  here. 

The  marshal  says,  "  This  is  a  good  place  to 
have  the  smallpox  ;  they  seldom  break  out."  He 
pointed  to  a  bed  and  said  I  could  sleep  there, 
but  I  knew  just  as  soon  as  I  got  in  bed  that  he 
didn't  know  what  he  was  talking  about. 

I  had  no  more  than  got  in  bed  until  a  creepy 
sensation  came  over  me,  and  then  in  about  five 
minutes  that  same  sensation  came  back  over  me 
and  brought  several  more  with  it." 

You  talk  about  bugs. 

We  just  had  that  bed  turn  about.  The  bugs 
had  it  and  I  turned  about.  I  don't  know  how 
many  times  I  turned  about,  but  when  I  came  to 
in  the  morning  I  was  still  turning  about.  I 
wouldn't  have  minded  the  bugs  so  bad  if  they 
didn't  have  such  a  nervous  disposition.  Two  of 
them  woke  me  up  in  the  night  singing  a  song 
"  Then  You  Will  Remember  Me."  I  wish  I  could 
forget  it. 

The  marshal  came  in  the  morning  bringing  my 
breakfast,  and  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to  have  a 
few  bites.  I  told  him  that  I  had  had  plenty  ; 
that  I  was  just  waiting  for  those  to  heal  up  that 
I  got  last  night.  He  said,  "  Don't  you  want  any- 
thing to  eat  ?"  I  said,  "Yes,  bring  me  something 
light,"  and  he  brought  me  a  sponge.  Then  I 
drank  a  glass  of  water  and  finished  up  by  having 
a  swell  time. 
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I  have  had  lots  of  things  in  soak,  but  that  was 
my  first  lay  with  the  sponge.  I  said  to  the  mar- 
shal :  "  You  will  either  have  to  turn  me  out  or 
build  a  new  jail.  This  one  is  too  small  for  me 
now.*' 

For  six  weeks  I  had  to  back  up  before  I  could 
ring  a  door  bell.  The  marshal  said,  "  You  don't 
seem  to  be  in  good  spirits  to-day."  I  said,  "  I  am 
all  right.  The  trouble  is  the  good  spirits  are  not 
in  me."  He  said,  "  You  were  all  right  when  I 
left  you  last  night.  Something  must  have  come 
over  you  during  the  night,"  and  I  told  him  there 
did.  Several  things  came  over  me  and  more 
started.  He  said,  "You  seem  to  have  something 
on  your  mind.  What  is  it  ? "  I  told  him  I  didn't 
know  unless  it  was  one  of  those  bugs,  but  I  did 
not  think  they  came  that  high.  I  said  they 
didn't  cost  me  anything,  still  they  come  high. 

The  marshal  said  he  would  turn  me  out  if  I 
would  leave  the  town.  I  told  him  all  right,  that 
I  did  not  want  the  town  ;  that  I  didn't  have  any 
way  to  take  it  with  me.  I  don't  like  to  take  any- 
thing just  after  breakfast  anyway. 

He  said,  "  That  breakfast  will  make  you  feel 
like  walking,"  and  asked  me  how  I  felt  after  eat- 
ing the  mutton  chops.  I  told  him  I  felt  right 
sheepish.  lie  said,  "  Oh,  bah,  you  can't  pull 
the  wool  over  my  eyes." 

While  I  was  there  confined  to  my  room  a 
victim  of  the  unlucky  thirteen — that  is  twelve 
jurymen  and  one  judge— two  young  ladies  came 
to  visit  me.    I  asked  them  how  they  knew  I  was 
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home.  They  said  they  heard  I  was  in.  I  said, 
"  Now,  ladies,  we  are  not  acquainted.  Who  are 
you  ? "  They  said  they  were  the  belles  of  the 
town.  I  said,  "  Oh,  ring  off  ;  "  some  one  must 
have  toll  you,  but  still  I  knew  you  were  the  belles 
of  the  town.  I  was  out  walking  this  morning. 
I  noticed  an  old  lady  washing  and  I  saw  you  there 
ringing. 

I  noticed  they  were  just  alike,  so  I  said  to  them, 
"  I  know  now  why  you  are  the  belles  of  the 
town.  They  said,  "Oh,  do  tell  us."  I  said  each 
one  of  you  is  a  wringer  for  the  other  one,  and  I 
noticed  that  when  one  talked  the  other  chimed 
in.  One  had  been  in  the  sun  and  her  nose  was 
pealing.  I  said,  "  If  I  were  the  belles  of  the  town 
I  would  get  out  of  here.  I  would  peel  out." 
One  of  them  got  on  her  mettle  and  asked  me 
how  I  came  to  be  in  jail.  I  told  them  I  was  put 
in  for  sleeping  in  a  box  car.  One  of  them  said, 
"  What  a  dirty  shame.  I  wonder  what  they  will 
do  with  the  car." 

One  of  them  said  they  would  clean  it  out  and 
use  it  again,  for  these  railroads  are  just  getting 
awful.  One  of  the  girls  said  to  me,  "When  do 
you  get  your  hearing  ?"  I  said,  "  Don't  you  worry 
about  my  hearing.  I  got  everything  you  sprung 
on  me."  She  said  "  I  mean  your  trial.  When 
does  that  come  ? "  I  said,  "  That  will  come  when 
I  have  to  leave  you." 

I  got  run  out  ;  then  I  got  run  in  again. 

I  remember  we  went  down  the  street,  the 
driver  ringing  his  bell  so  everyone  could  see  I 
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was  out  riding  according  to  law.  There  were  two 
nice  large  gentlemen  in  the  tolerable  quick  wagon 
with  me.  One  stood  on  behind  so  I  wouldn't 
fall  out ;  the  other  sat  beside  me  to  hold  me  in. 

They  ushered  me  in  to  the  man  with  the  iron 
collar.  He  said,  "young  man  what  have  you 
been  doing  ? "  I  told  him  I  had  just  been  out  rid- 
ing. He  said,  "  that  is  not  right :  "  I  said,  "  now 
Judge  it  was,  I  will  leave  it  to  you  if  it  was  not 
according  to  law."  He  said,  "  I  will  give  you 
thirty  days  on  the  rock  pile,  so  you  will  have  time 
to  think  it  over." 

I  could  have  thought  it  over  in  ten,  so  I  said, 
"  Judge,  now  look  here,  that  rock  pile  business  is 
the  hardest  thing  I  was  ever  up  against,  I  don't 
know  anything  about  the  game."  He  said,  "  Oh, 
you  can  beat  it  all  right,  you  will  have  to  try  a 
hand  anyway."    So  I  did. 

I  tried  my  right  hand  first,  I  just  couldn't  keep 
from  beating  it,  in  fact,  a  man  stands  right  there  to 
see  that  you  do  beat  it. 

I  have  heard  of  serving  time  out,  but  that  was 
my  first  experience  beating  time  out. 

I  got  weary,  nervous  and  felt  bad. 

I  noticed  a  man  next  to  me  who  was  also  en- 
gaged in  making  little  ones  out  of  big  ones  with  a 
little  bald  headed  hammer  ;  he  looked  just  as 
lonesome  as  I  felt,  and  I  thought  if  I  could  sing 
a  song,  something  appropriate,  maybe  it  would 
relieve  the  monotony  of  the  moment,  so  I  started 
that  beautiful  song  "  Rock  of  Ages  Cleff  For 
Me." 
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I  had  just  started  the  song,  and  got  to  that  line 
"  Rock  of  Ages  "  and  he  said,  "  don't  you  believe 
it,  they  bring  a  new  load  every  fifteen  minutes." 
But  I  kept  right  on  "  Rock  of  ages  cleff  for  me, 
let  me  hide  myself  in  thee."  He  said,  "  if  you 
do,  they  are  liable  to  dump  a  load  on  top  of 
you." 

I  didn't  see  anyone  looking,  so  I  started  to 
make  my  get-a-way.  I  ran  down  the  street,  but  I 
didn't  feel  that  I  had  got  away  until  I  crossed  the 
County  scales. 

I  headed  for  Old  Mexico,  that  is  a  warm 
country,  but  you  can  get  chilly  there  as  easy  as 
you  can  here. 


SOME  FUNNY  SAYINGS. 

If  you  want  to  be  robbed  of  your  good  name,  put 

it  in  an  umbrella. 
The  teacher  said  she  would  kiss  the  boy  who  was 

first  at  school  in  the  morning — my  boy  sat 

on  the  fence  all  night. 
Don't  open  your  mouth  so  wide,  said  the  dentist ; 

I  intend  to  remain  on  the  outside. 
I  was  the  owner  of  a  small  watering-place  last 

summer — I  was  the  owner  of  a  sprinkling 

cart. 

I  won  three  races— one  with  the  sheriff  and  two 

with  the  police. 
The  doctor  ordered  me  to  put  mustard  plasters 

on  my  chest ;  I  didn't  have  any  chest,  so 

they  put  them  on  my  trunk. 
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Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  needs  a  hair  cut. 
Charity  covers  a  multitude  of  sinners. 
Laugh  and  the  world  thinks  you're  bughouse. 
Contentment  is  wealth,  but  you  can't  spend  it. 
He  who  hesitates  gets  left  by  the  last  car. 
Honesty  is  the  best  policy  but  don't  get  caught 
at  it. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world 
wonder  if  you  will  stand  for  another  touch. 
Beggars  should  never  be  boozers,  but  they  are. 


There's  many  a  true  word  spoken  from  the 
chest. 

A  fool  and  his  money  are  hard  to  find. 
In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  debt. 
What  is  to  be  is. 

Never  put  off  until  to-morrow  those  whom  you 
can  do  to-day. 

One  swallow  doesn't  make  a  jag. 


NAT  WILLS.  THE  TRAMP. 

I  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  farmhouse  to-day 
and  a  matronly  looking  blonde  came  to  the  door. 
I  said :  "  Have  you  a  good  square  meal  to  give  a 
hungry  man  ? "  She  said  :  "  Yes,  and  he'll  be 
home  at  6  o'clock  to  eat  it." 

I  then  went  next  door  to  another  farmhouse 
and  said  to  the  woman  who  came  to  the  door  : 
"  Madam,  is  your  husband  at  home  ? "  She  said  : 
"  Yes,  sir  ;  he's  out  in  the  barn  with  the  cattle." 
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I  said :  "  Shall  I  have  any  trouble  in  finding 
him  ?"  She  said  :  "  I  think  not ;  he's  the  only 
one  with  a  beard." 

I  went  to  the  dentist's  the  other  day,  and  he 
asked  me  whether  I  would  have  my  teeth  filled 
with  gold  or  a  preparation.  I  said :  "  I  don't 
mind  if  you  put  in  some  corned  beef  and  cab- 
bage." 


Judge — "  What's  the  charge  agin'  this  man  ?" 
Officer — "  Stealing  nine  bottles  of  beer,  your 
honor." 

Judge—"  Discharged.  I  can't  make  a  case  out 
of  nine  bottles." 


Tramp— Say,  boy,  your  dog  bit  me  on  the 
ankle ! 

Boy — Well,  dat's  as  high  as  he  could  reach. 
You  wouldn't  expect  a  little  pup  like  him  to  bite 
yer  neck,  would  yer  ? 


Dusty— I  would  never  play  poker  with  a  dentist. 
Raggles — Why  not  ? 

Dusty — It's  too  easy  for  him  to  draw  and  fill. 


SOME  LYRIC  GEMS. 

The  lights  that  shine  so  bright  to-night, 
Right  here  in  this  theatre 
Are  not  the  lights  that  shine  so  bright, 
In  Denver,  Colorado. 
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Snow  is  white  and  coal  is  black, 

If  your  pants  are  loose,  pull  in  the  slack. 

The  Russian  he  rushed  into  Russia, 
And  pushed  all  the  Prussians  in  Prussia, 
The  Yankee  pushed  through  with  the  red  white 
and  blue 

And  the  Irishman  said  "  Aramusha." 

There  was  a  young  girl  in  Ohio, 
Whose  baptismal  name  was  Maria, 
She  used  to  slide  down  the  banister  stairs, 
When  she  thought  no  one  was  nigh  her. 

One  day  her  brother,  Josiah, 

On  a  banister  placed  a  barbed  wire, 

It  would  not  be  best  to  tell  you  the  rest, 

For  the  flags  are  half-mast  in  Ohio. 

There  was  a  young  girl  in  Toledo, 
She  sat  on  a  great  big  torpedo, 
(How  foolish  !) 

Oh,  father,  dear,  when  I  am  dead, 
And  laid  beneath  the  sod  ; 
Think  of  the  many  days  I  loafed, 
While  you  carried  the  hod. 

EPITAPHS. 

The  pretty  flowers  that  grow  here 
Are  fertilized  by  Gertie  Geer. 

Mary  Burns  drank  too  much  coffee 
Anno  Domini  eighteen  forty. 
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The  little  hero  that  lies  here 
Was  conquered  by  the  diarrhoea. 

Here  lies  the  body  of  Mary  Louder 

She  burst  while  drinking  a  seidlitz  powder. 

Here  lies  the  body  of  W.  W. 

Who  never  more  will  trouble  you,  trouble  you. 

Martha  Jones  had  a  baddish  cough 

But  'twas  two  bad  legs  that  carried  her  off. 

Tip  your  lid  to  Jonathan  Fox 
Shuffled  off  by  the  black  smallpox. 

This  is  the  grave  of  Daisy  Bell 

I  certainly  hope  she's  gone  to  heaven. 

Say  a  prayer  for  Julia  Mack 

She  sat  on  the  business  end  of  a  tack. 

Shed  a  few  tears  for  Tillie  O'Toole 

Got  a  slap  in  the  slats  from  a  balky  mule. 

Get  onto  the  grave  of  Cornelius  Mack 
Who  croaked  himself  on  the  railroad  track. 

This  is  the  finish  of  an  Irishman 

He  was  democratic  and  pushed  the  can. 


The  car  loaded  with  passengers  was  whizzing 
rapidly  down  the  long  hill  when  an  old  lady  ad- 
vanced to  the  track  madly  waving  her  hands. 
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The  conductor  thought  from  her  excitement 
that  she  must  be  anxious  to  take  that  car,  so  had 
it  stopped  with  difficulty. 

Instead  of  getting  on  as  he  expected,  she  said  : 
"  I  don't  want  to  get  on  this  car,  but  I  want  to 
know  why  that  car  going  in  the  other  direction 
didn't  stop  for  me?" 

JACK  LEWIS. 


Two  Willie  Waggles  went  to  Atlantic  City  for 
the  first  time,  and  were  going  to  take  a  bath. 
Before  going  into  the  water,  one  said  to  the  other 
"  I'll  make  you  a  bet  that  I'm  dirtier  than  you 
are  ? " 

"  Veil,"  why  not  ?  "  You  got  a  cinch,  ain't  you 
tree  years  older  dan  me." 

IRV.  OTT. 


Our  efficient  chief  of  police,  Mr.  Hoke,  our 
only  police  and  all  our  police  and  the  finest  ever 
arrested  another  tramp  last  Monday  night  and 
came  very  near  extorting  a  confession  that  the 
fellow  was  a  murderer.  Our  citizens  may  rest 
content  that  Chief  Hoke  will  do  his  full  duty. 
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A  HAPPY  THOUGHT. 

A  gambler  borrowed  a  sum  of  money  from  a 
money  lender,  and,  the  note  falling  due,  he  called 
upon  the  broker  and  told  him  he  could  not  pay 
at  that  time.  The  money  lender  became  greatly 
excited.  "  I  want  the  money.  It  is  due.  You 
must  pay  it."  The  gambler  pulled  his  pistol  out, 
pointed  it  at  the  head  of  the  money  lender  and 
said,  "  Eat  that  note  or  I  will  blow  the  top  of 
your  head  off."  The  money  lender  looked  at 
the  pistol,  then  at  the  note,  and  decided  that  it 
would  be  wise  to  eat  the  note,  which  he  did. 
A  few  days  after  the  gambler  called  and  paid  the 
value  of  the  note,  much  to  the  delight  of  the 
money  lender,  who  said.  "  My  friend,  you  are 
a  good  man,  and  when  you  need  any  more 
money  come  in  and  I  will  let  you  have  it."  Some 
time  later  the  gambler  applied  for  another  loan, 
which  the  money  lender  was  very  willing  to 
advance.  The  gambler  sat  down  to  write  out  a 
note,  when  the  money  lender  called  out  :  "  Wait 
a  minute,  my  friend.  Would  you  mind  writing 
out  that  note  on  a  soda  cracker  ? " 


Mother  always  took  good  care  of  father. 
Every  night  she  used  to  go  through  his  pockets 
to  see  if  he  lost  anything.  Once  he  lost  a  boat 
for  Milwaukee,  but  mother  never  knew  it.  ■ 


Girl— Have  you  anything  on  for  this  evening  ? 
Dailey— Nothing  but  this  light  suit. 
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NAT  HAINES. 

I  went  to  a  hotel  when  I  got  in  town  and 
found  a  crowd  around  the  desk  in  the  office.  I 
told  the  clerk  I  wanted  a  room  with  a  bath,  and 
he  said  he  would  give  me  a  room,  but  he  was 
too  busy  to  give  me  a  bath.  When  I  reached 
my  room  I  found  it  filled  with  rats,  and  tele- 
phoned down  to  the  clerk  about  it.  He  said,  it 
would  be  all  right,  he  would  send  a  cat  up  at 
once.  In  half  an  hour  the  cat  and  the  rats  were 
over  in  the  corner  of  the  room  playing  a  game  of 
poker.  When  I  looked  again  all  the  rats  were  in 
the  kitty,  so  I  went  to  sleep. 


Sic  'im,  Tige,  he  poisoned  your  father. 


I  will  now  sing  my  latest  New  York  success 
entitled,  "  Take  Back  Your  Heart — I  Ordered 
Liver." 


"  No  more  poker  for  me.  I  played  last  night 
and  they  cleaned  me  !  " 

"  How  much  did  you  lose  ?" 
"  Sixty  cents." 

"  You  weren't  so  awfully  dirty,  were  you  ? " 

Dusty  Roads — All  married  folks  are  not  un- 
happy. 

Weary  Will— Only  the  men. 
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TWO  JACKS. 

There  were  two  men  in  court  the  other  day 
who  were  arrested  for  cheating  a  man  out  of  one 
hundred  dollars,  and  the  judge  said  : 

"  Stand  up  and  state  your  case." 

"  Well,  I  will  tell  you,  your  Honor,"  said  one, 
"  we  got  playing  a  game  of  cards  and  my  friend 
bet  this  man  that  he  could  bring  out  two  Jacks 
together,  and  the  cards  were  shuffled  up  and 
by  mere  accident  the  two  Jacks  came  out  to- 
gether." 

The  judge  said  : 

"  What  is  your  name  ?" 

"  Jack  Jones." 

"  And  what  is  your  name  ? " 

"  Jack  Howard." 

The  judge  said  : 

"  Jack  Jones,  I'll  give  you  one  year,  and  you, 
Jack  Howard,  I'll  give  you  two  years,  and  I'll  bet 
a  hundred  dollars  that  you  two  Jacks  don't  come 
out  together." 


I  never  believe  a  woman's  promises  of  a  kiss, 
until  I  get  it  from  her  own  lips. 

JUNIE  McCREE. 


Conroy— What  are  you  dressed  up  for  ? 
McFarland— I'm  going  to  a  dog  fight. 
Conroy — Do  you  think  you'll  lick  him. 

CONROY  &  McFARLAND. 
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CROSS  FIRE. 

"  I  took  a  tramp  up  to  Harlem  to-day." 
"  Did  you  leave  him  there  ?  " 

"  Do  you  believe  that  dark-haired  men  marry 
first?" 

"  No,  it's  the  light-headed  ones." 

"  If  you  are  in  doubt  about  kissing  a  girl  what 
do  you  do  ? " 
"  Give  her  the  benefit  of  the  doubt." 

"  I  hear  you  keep  a  list  of  all  the  banks  in  the 
country." 

"Yes.  I  like  to  be  able  to  say  I  keep  a  bank 
account." 

"What's  the  shortest  epitaph  you  ever  read  on 
a  tombstone  ? '' 

"  Thorpe's  corpse." 

"Why  didn't  you  eat  your  breakfast  this 
morning?" 

"  'T wasn't  fit  for  a  hog  to  eat." 

"  Did  your  sister  marry  a  rich  husband  ? '' 
"  No.    He's  a  rich  man,  but  a  poor  husband." 

"I  don't  believe  in  purgatory." 

"  Well,  you  might  go  further  and  fare  worse." 
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"Do  you  think  the  elevator  boy  stole  your 
watch  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  swore  up  and  down  that  he  didn't." 

"  Is  your  watch  all  right,  now  ? " 
"  No,  but  it's  gaining." 

"  Were  you  bashful  the  first  time  you  called 
on  a  girl  ? " 
"Yes,  but  her  father  helped  me  out." 

"  A  house  with  a  baby  in  it  is  always  happy." 
"  Yes,  it  ought  to  be.    It's  founded  on  a  rock." 

"Why  is  a  cucumber  like  Roeber,  the 
wrestler  ? " 

"  It  does  its  best  fighting  after  it's  down." 

"  I  heard  your  kid  bawling  last  night." 
"Yes,  and  after  five  bawls  he  got  his  base 
warmed." 

"Are  mosquitoes  religious  ?  " 
"  Yes.    They  first  sing  over  you  and  then  prey 
on  you." 

"  Jones  is  going  to  have  his  name  stamped  on 
50,000,000  toothpicks." 

"Yes.  He  wants  his  name  in  everybody's 
mouth." 

"  Why  do  you  call  your  girl  Postcript  ?  " 
"  For  short.   Her  name  is  Adeline  Moore." 
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"  Did  it  take  you  long  to  learn  to  set  a  mouse- 
trap ? " 

"  Not  after  I  got  my  hand  in." 

What  were  you  carrying  that  shutter  around 
for?" 
"  Just  for  a  blind." 

"  Is  undressed  kid  good  material  for  slippers  ?" 
"  You  bet." 

"  What  are  these  new  ambuscade  scales  ? " 
w  Why,  they  lie  in  weight." 

"  Well,  as  a  success  you've  been  a  failure." 
"  Yes,  but  as  a  failure  I've  been  a  success." 


There  was  a  German  friend  of  mine  who  was 
quite  sick  for  some  time.  The  doctor  told  him 
he  might  eat  anything  he  wanted.  He  told  his 
wife  he  believed  he  would  like  some  Limburger 
cheese.  His  wife  was  a  good-hearted  woman  ; 
she  went  out  and  got  twenty  pounds  of  this  dis- 
tinct cheese,  and  put  some  in  every  room  in  the 
house,  that  he  might  get  a  nip  whenever  he 
wanted  it  (you  can  imagine  the  aroma  in  that 
house).  The  doctor  called  the  next  morning, 
and  rang  the  bell  ;  when  the  servant  opened  the 
door,  the  doctor  paused  a  moment,  then  said, 
"  When  did  he  die  ? " 

JACK  LEWIS. 
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RUBBING  IT  IN. 

"  I  would  like  to  know  of  what  use  you  can  be 
to  me,"  said  the  physician  to  the  hobo  who  had 
applied  to  him  for  work. 

And  the  fellow  answered  with  biting  sarcasm  : 

"  I  kin  dig  graves." 


Teacher — Johnny,  did  you  write  your  composi- 
tion ? 

Tough  Boy— Sure,  Mike  ;  here  it  is. 

Teacher  (reading  it)— This  is  very  badly  writ- 
ten and  the  composition  is  terrible.  I've  a  gocd 
mind  to  write  your  father  about  this. 

Tough  Boy— Do  it,  I  don't  care.    He  wrote  it. 


THE  OTHER  HALF. 

"  Hi !  Chimmy,  did  yer  git  anyt'ing  in  }  er 
stockin'  ? " 

"Aw,  g'wan  !    I  ain't  got  no  stockin'  !  " 
"  Shucks  !    I  got  sump'n  in  mine." 
"  Y'did  !    Wot  'twas  it  ? " 
"  A  hole  !  " 


Mclntyre— Say,  I  saw  you  last  summer  going 
home  feeling  too  happy  for  any  use.  You  were 
taking  up  all  the  sidewalk  and  part  of  the  road, 
shouting  at  the  top  of  your  voice  :  "  Hip  !  Hip  ! 
Hurrah  !  I'm  a  whale  !  "  and  singing,  "  I  won't 
go  home  till  morning."  A  policeman  grabbed 
you  and  you  didn't  get  home  for  thirty  days. 
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SAD  NEWS  FROM  A  PROHIBITION 
STATE. 

The  mail  carrier  is  loaded  to  his  fullest  capacity 
these  days.— Randolph,  Me.,  News. 


ONLY  A  MULE. 
Only  a  mule,  long,  lean  and  thin, 
Only  a  mule  that  drank  nigger  gin, 
Only  a  mule  tied  up  by  the  halter  ; 
Never  tamper  with  a  mule's  hind  quarter  ; 

Only  a  schoolboy  coming  home  from  school, 
Sees  a  bright  shining  dollar  at  the  hind  feet  of  a 
mule  ; 

He  stoops  to  raise  it  as  sly  as  a  mouse, — 
There's  a  funeral  next  day  at  the  little  boy's  house 

HIS  VERSION. 
He  who  courts  and  runs  away  lives  to  court 
another  day. 

JUNIE  McCREE. 


A  NEW  VERSION. 
He  who  courts  and  does  not  wed  has  to  come 
to  court  instead. 

-CARRIE  E.  PERKINS. 


She— A  hasty  remark  sometimes  gets  a  man  in 
trouble. 

He— Yes,  especially  at  an  auction. 
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UP  TO  DATE  RIDDLES  AND  CONUN- 
DRUMS FOR  THE  STAGE,  ETC. 

What  kind  of  money  do  ladies  prefer  ? 
Matrimony. 


Why  does  a  chicken  cross  over  the  street  in 
the  mud  ?    She  has  a  date  with  the  rooster. 


When  is  a  lady's  arm  not  an  arm  ? 
When  it  is  a  little  bare  (bear). 


How  can  you  keep  a  rooster  from  crowing  on 
Sunday  ? 

Get  him  stuffed  Saturday  night. 


Suppose  there  were  only  three  women  in  the 
world,  what  would  they  talk  about  ?  Two  would 
get  together  and  talk  about  the  other. 

Well,  suppose  there  were  only  three  men  in 
the  world,  what  would  they  do  ?  Be  skirmishing 
around  to  find  the  three  women. 


At  what  time  of  day  was  Adam  born  ? 
A  little  before  Eve. 
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What's  good  for  a  bald  head  ? 
Plenty  of  hair. 


Why  can't  the  news  from  England  be  fresh  ? 
Because  it  comes  through  salt  water. 


What  did  Queen  Elizabeth  take  her  pills  in  ? 
Why,  in  cider  (inside  her). 


Why  is  a  lady's  belt  like  an  ash-cart  ? 
Because  it  goes  round  and  gathers  the  waste. 


Why  do  young  ladies  in  love  like  the  circus  ? 
Because  they  have  an  itching  for  the  ring. 


What  are  the  three  quickest  means  of  com- 
munication ? 
Telegraph,  telephone,  and  tell  a  woman. 


Why  are  doctors  always  bad  characters  ?  Be- 
cause the  worse  people  are  the  more  they  are 
with  them. 


Why  is  a  passage  on  the  Baltimore  &  Ohio 
like  Theodore  Roosevelt  ?  They  are  both  rough 
riders. 


What  would  a  hen  say  to  a  man  who  stole  her 
eggs  ?    "  That's  the  man  I've  been  laying  for." 
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What  beats  a  good  wife  ?    A  bad  husband. 


I'll  tell  you  something  that  will  tickle  you. 

What  ?    A  feather. 


Why  would  some  snakes  make  good  story 
tellers  ?  Because  they  get  off  a  rattling  good 
thing  in  the  shape  of  a  tail. 


What  is  that  which  is  often  brought  to  the  table, 
cut,  but  never  eaten  ?    A  pack  of  cards. 


When  is  baseball  first  mentioned  in  the  Bible  ? 
When  the  prodigal  made  a  home  run. 


Why  isn't  Dewey  an  admiral  any  more  ?  Be- 
cause he  is  his  wife's  second  mate. 


How  do  you  make  a  maltese  cross  ?  Pull  its  tail. 


How  do  we  know  that  Job  had  a  bicycle  ?  Be- 
cause he  said,  "  Oh  Lord,  look  out  for  my  safety." 


What  were  the  first  words  the  grasshopper  said 
after  he  was  created  ?  "  Oh  Lord  !  how  you 
made  me  jump  !  " 


Why  can't  flies  see  in  winter  ?  Because  they 
leave  their  specs  behind  them  in  summer. 
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Treatise  on  Chiromancy ;  or  the  art  of  divination  through 
reading  the  human  hand,  and  a  full  description  of  the 
Book  of  Thot,  the  Egyptian  Oracle  of  Destiny.  Illus- 
trated with  17S0  engravings 

Sent  by  Mail  Postpaid  upon  Receipt  of  25  Cents 


S0METHIH6  REALLY  HEW  III  CIRCUS  STOBIES 

RED  WAGON  STORIES 

By  WEU£  HAWKS. 

TALES  TOLD  UNDER  THE  TENT. 


Copyright  1904. 

Funnier  than  Four  Clowns. 


In  12  Mos.  Cloth  Binding,  printed  on  fine  Deckeled 
Edge  Paper,  cover  in  three  colors.  Special 
design  drawn  by  J.  R.  Crossley,  50  Cents. 
In  ia  Mos.  Paper  Cover  in  three  colors,  28  Cents. 

These  stories  refer  to  a  phase  of  circus  life  with 
which  the  public  at  large  is  little  familiar.  They 
are  a  series  of  conversations  among  the  boss  can- 
vassmen,  hostlers,  press  agent  and  others  of  the  ex- 
ecutive staff  who  are  never  seen  in  the  ring.  The 
following  interesting  tales  are  contained  in  this  vol- 
ume: The  Press  Agent's  Story;  The  Old  Grafter's  lament;  The  Bill  Poster's  Visit; 
The  Candy  Butcher's  Dream;  The  Boss  Canvassman  Tells  How  Jim  Was  Put 
Away;  The  Side-Show  Spieler  Speaks;  The  Band  Master's  Solo;  The  Concert 
Manager  Gets  Reminiscent;  The  Candy  Butcher  and  the  Buckwheat  Man;  The 
Hand  at  the  Window ;  and  the  Concert  Manager  Tells  An  Elephant  Yarn. 
These  stories  first  appeared  in  the  New  York  Sunday  Telegraph  and  other  news- 
papers, and  through  their  humor  and  originality  attracted  the  attention  of 
many  readers.  The  first  edition  was  sold  before  they  were  off  the  press.  It  is 
full  of  humor  and  written  in  such  a  way  to  make  it  worth  while  anyone's  reading. 


A  Little  Book  of  400  Up-to-Date  and  Popular 

TOASTS 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS  64  PACES 

Some  New — Some  Old — All  Good 
PRJCE,  10  Cents 

ONE  OF  THEM 

Here's  to  the  girl  that's  strictly  in  it 
Who  doesn't  lose  her  head  even  tor  a  minute 

Plays  well  the  game  and  knows  the  limit 
And  still  gets  all  the  fun  there's  in  it 


This  book  is  just  what  you  want  when  yeu  are  out  at  an 
evening  supper,  party  or  with  a  crowd 

NEATLY  BOUND  IN  CLOTH  30  Cants 


-Any  the  abova  books  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  «f  price- 


4 


'  Thimm'i  Self-T&uight  Language  Series. 


SPANISH 


=  SELF-=s 
^TAUGHT 


0»   ■  ■  •■.-m.i.i'Nihhh-^ 


nfraiiirfir- 


GERMAN  SELF* 
TAUGHT. 

"Sprechea  Sit  Dentscbf" 


A  new  system,  on  the  most 
simple  principles,  for  Universal 
Seli-Tution,  with  English  pro* 
nunciation  of  every  word.  By 
this  system  any  person  can  be- 
come proficient  in  the  German 
language  in  a  very  short  time. 
This  book  also  contains  a  table 
which  shows  the  comparative 
Value  of  German  and  American  money.  It  is  the  most  com" 
plete  and  easy  method  ever  published.  By  Franz  Thimm. 
(Revised  Edition.)    Bound  in  paper  cover.   Price,  25  eta* 

FRENCH  SELF-TAUGHT.  "P-***  voos  Fraacalsf" 

'  Uniform  and  arranged  the  same  as  "German  Self- 
Taught,"  being  the  most  thorough  and  easy  system  for 
jBelf-Tution.    (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.  Price  ••........•••S3  cts. 

SPANISH  SELF-TAUGHT.  HiiabtaV.Ewoit- 

A  new  system  for  Self-Tuition,  arranged  the  same  as 
French  and  German,  being  the  easiest  method  of  acquiring 
a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  Spanish  language.  (Revised 
Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.  Price  ••••••  25  cts. 

ITALIAN  SELF-TAUGHT^      "Pwt-t*  itaiiwo?" 

Uniform  in  size  and  style  with  German,  French  and 
Spanish,  being  the  most  simple  method  of  learning  the 
Italian  language.    (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.   Price**....*..*>aj  cts. 


mice  25  CENTS* 

Howard  Thurston's  Card  Tricks. 


THE  BEST  BOOK  ON  CARD 
TRICKS  PUBLISHED. 


Being  a  fin  de  siecle  manual  on  the  Aft 
of  Conjuring  with  Cards,  including, 
among  many  hitherto  unpublished  novel 
and  unique  experiments.  A  comprehen- 
sive description  of  the  continuous  front  and 
back-hand  palm  with  cards  and  the  sensa- 
tional new  rising  card  trick  with  easy  Mt- 
pianatiens. 


FORTY  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


NEW  AND  REVISED  EDITION,  PRICE  25  CENTS. 


PALMISTRY 


Or  How  to  Know  Your 
Future  by  the  Hand. 

%  ft,  lUrriMI,  Aatfcsr  of  H»w  U  **«  Byes. 


Tfe!s  book  is  a  practical  work  based  on  the 
eeperienc*  of  Martini.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

This  volume  contains  more  illustrations  than 
any  ether  book  on  palmistry  published. 

There  is  no  trait,  no  characteristic,  no  inherited  tendency,  that  Is  not 
Marked  on  the  palm  of  the  hand  and  cannot  be  traced  with  unerring  accuracy 
by  following-  the  instructions  given  in  this  book. 


the  above  books,  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  31 


lay  the  above  books  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  pries** 

I.  &  M,  OTTENHEIMER, 

m  m.  BALTIMORE  ST.,  BALTIMORE,  MB, 


